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Human beings regularly commit something embarrassing in one day. It’s not strange 
at all. You just have to move on from it. But how do | save my face before reaching that 
point when he’s staring at me like that? 

He pretended to sleep. Daaaaamn. 

What do | do? Should | pretend to be drunk like the other two? Should | pretend to 
sleep-talk? | ponder it and think the latter will work, so | lie down next to him and start 
acting without shame. 

"Oh, ah...um...2zzzzz." Though my action is amusing, | don’t want to think anymore. 
I’m sure | will never forget this even after twenty years. 

"| really like how funny you are." 

| don’t respond to the tease and keep my eyes shut until one of us runs out of 
patience. 

"Talay~ Don't act dumb." 

The whisper in my ear cracks my acting. | solve the problem by faking a yawn 
before sitting up to face the troublemaker. He sits up with me with a contented smile. 
Honestly, | hate this smile the most. 

"Oh, you haven't slept? I’m confused." 

With my fake innocent face, | scratch my neck to hide the embarrassment. 

"| couldn't sleep because | heard your voice near my ear. 

"%A&* ($#1@*%)+%$#@" Cornered, | speak an alien language to change the topic. 

"Yeah, that’s exactly what | heard. What did you say earlier, anyway?" 

I'm not sure if Tun is serious or not. | assume he couldn't hear my mumble clearly. 
With that conclusion, | feel relieved. "Nothing. Go to sleep. | promise | won't make any 
noises." 

"m not sleepy anymore." 


"So am I." I'm wide awake due to the recent incident. 

"Let’s stay up, then." | don’t decline his suggestion. We slide our butts to lean on the 
couch, then watch the two buddies snore thunderously. 

"| didn’t catch up with you for a while." For two months. It sounds short but also 
long. Regardless, the changes in those around me made it feel like it’s been so long since 
Tun and | talked. "How have you been? | once visited you at the café, but they said you 
quit." 

"Yeah. | was bored, so | quit to leech off of Pakorn’s parents." It sounds like he’s 
joking, but his eyes are serious. 

"Great." | want to spit on his lawn. 

"You don’t have to look so impressed. Your eyes are sparkling." 

"Whatever." 

If he is capable of stubbornly interpreting my annoyed face in a positive way, then 
be it. 

"What about you? How have you been?" Tun asks. It’s not the best idea to complain 
about how rough and lonely it has been for me. To protect my image, | tell him the fantasy 
version of my life. 

"I've been busy. | had to discuss a movie with Mr. Villeneuve." 

"Who?" He tilts his head in confusion. Seeing his puzzled face, | can’t help laughing 
in my mind. 

"Denis Villeneuve, a director. Do you know him? He called to consult me about Dune 
Part Il." 

"| know him. But does he exist in this universe?" 

"Yup." 

"| don’t believe you. Prove it." 

"Keep it a secret, okay? Don’t tell anyone." | hold out my phone before pulling it 
back swiftly. The screen displays nothing but colorful application icons, but my excuse- 
making skills will save me from being exposed. "Sicario, Arrival, Prisoners..." 

"You color—graded these movies?" 

"No. | watched them all. | was the viewer." Tun rocks my head upon hearing that. 

"You can't play jokes like this if you're not a fucking idiot." 

"m as idiotic as you." 

We both laugh and feel more comfortable with each other. 

One thing | feel is no matter how long apart we are, we will never be strangers 
when reuniting. 

"Talay." 


"What?" 

"Talay." 

"Whaaaaat?" 

"| missed your nonsense." 

"Huh?!" 

"| missed your lame jokes. | missed your laugh. | missed talking about silly yet 
fucking entertaining things with you. Now that you're here, it feels like | let time pass by to 
waste," Tun goes on and pauses. Soon, | hear the next sentence. 


"| should’ve come to you long ago." 

| had the same thought. | still regret enduring the loneliness for two months. Though 
| met so many people during that time and had no breaks from my numerous missions, 
nothing soothed my feelings as much as seeing him. 

We can see each other to chat about anything. Any silly things. And that is 
enough. 

These are the thoughts | want to tell him, but | can’t say a word. | let time pass 
slowly. Silence falls upon us for a long while. Finally, | have an answer... 

It’s the only answer that describes how | feel. 

"Same here." 

The decision to split up and start anew led Friend Credits to move out of their 
apartments. So, the solution to the reunion with a limited budget is to rent cheaper 
apartments. We used to work at Au’s or Up’s places, but now Pakorn’s house is our 
workplace. 

Good thing the family welcomes us and is ready to help out. We don’t have to worry 
about food while writing a script. 

After a week of preparing our necessities and finding apartments, we're all ready to 
start working. 

"Come on. We've stuffed our faces. It’s time to work." 

Up claps to gather everyone on the front lawn, carrying our working equipment. 
Working on a mat under the tree is pretty pleasant. 

"If you have some good, excellent ideas, step up." 

We set an extremely old whiteboard in the middle with Up as the writer. 

"Me first." Au raises his hand. He licks his lips, scrolling down his tablet. 

"Go ahead, dude." 

"| want to write an anti—plot. I’m sick of our usual scripts. It’s even better to change 
the genre from romance to horror. It’s challenging." Seeing everyone listening carefully, Au 


explains further, "My rough idea is a character hunting for ghosts when he’s a ghost 
himself." 

"Approved! How exciting,” Tun says with enthusiasm. Up argues right away. 

"Tun, you punk, think first before complimenting him." 

"So clichéd." | shake my head, relatively agreeing with Up. There are many movies 
with this plot in my universe. 

"That's not all" Au insists, not giving up. "There’s a double plot twist. After 
discovering he’s a ghost, he realizes he’s possessing someone." 

My head hurts... 

| want to stuff my toes in my nostrils and die. 

"Don't forget to consider the budget for makeup and CGI. We'll be damned." 

Besides not agreeing with his over-the-top idea, | mention the production 
budget. 

"If you don’t like it, all right, then," the idea owner mumbles as if he’s cursing 
someone. I’m not sure if he targets those who disagree or the spirits around us. 

"My turn," Up says with a confident face. "| want to make a movie adaptation of 
BOY. It’s about a boy who can time-travel, which causes disasters every time." 

Receiving no response from his friends, he sums up. 

"Not interested?" 

"No." 

"Okay." 

We brainstorm with all our might for an hour, yet we don’t have a decent idea to 
make a movie. We're not rushing it, though. We will keep presenting our ideas because you 
cant simply write a movie out just like that. You need to think about the final result: 
Whether it will attract and engross the viewers or not. 

"Hey." Tun pokes my arm and whispers in my ear as the two buddies focus on 
selecting a plot out of countless ideas. 

"What?" 

"| read the script of my latest movie, but | died before filming." 

"Really?" 

| ask, glancing at the scriptwriting buddies in front of me. We sit pretty far apart, so 
I’m confident they won't hear anything they're not supposed to hear. 

"Yeah. It tells a story about two friends reuniting once a year at a reunion party." 

As Tun speaks, he leans closer and gradually lowers his voice. Every movement is 


natural. I’m the only one unable to concentrate. 


It's probably a waft of the familiar scent of his body. The smell of his shampoo from 
the morning shower, his shower cream, his mother’s milk and cookies, or whatever. 
Everything makes me lose my balance. 

"Are you listening?" 

"Oh, go on." He pats my shoulder to bring me back to reality. Once I’ve pulled 
myself together, | realize he nearly becomes one with me. "Can you move a little?" 

Instead of complying, Tun stays in the same position. 

"| have to raise my voice if | move away. Will you listen or not?" 

"All right, then." 

"The main characters meet at a reunion party. Their relationship progresses fast as 
they move in together shortly after. The turning of events is the female lead disappears one 
day for no reason. No matter how hard the male lead tries to find her, he fails." 

"What happens next? Come on, give me more." 

"He meets a woman at a reunion party next year. Even if her appearance, 
personality, and preferences differ from the female lead’s, she somehow knows his secret 
that only the female lead knows." 

The beginning is exciting and the story is suspenseful. It’s interesting. But... 

"How does it end? Tell me." 

Give me a surprise. | would like a great plot twist. 

"| didnt read to the end." 

"Oh, oh, ah..." I'm at a loss for words. There it is, the surprise | expected. Give me 
back those two minutes! 

"What are you guys doing together?" 

Ooh! 

Au’s voice startles us. We jerk away from each other unavoidably, and I’m the one 
getting worked up as | deny it. 

"Nothing." 

"Do you have any good ideas?" 

"Not yet," Tun replies. He shifts his gaze restlessly and writes something on the 
tablet to avoid Au’s suspicious eyes. | want to ask if he’s really an actor. That’s not smooth 
acting at all. 

"Here’s the thing, we came up with tons of ideas. Nothing sounds good. Nothing 
works. | think we have no choice but to use this plot." 

"What is it, Au? I’m curious," Up says. 

"Prepare to blush." | hate their playful voices and eyes so much, but | wait patiently 
to hear it. "A story about two best friends unconsciously falling in love." 


'That’s more clichéd than the previous ones." 

A myriad of movies narrates stories about the romance of best friends. No matter 
how creative the narration is, it can never be extraordinary. 

"Wait, listen first, Tess. It might be a clichéd plot, but the romantic scene is freaking 
heart-fluttering. Wanna hear more?" 

"You've come this far." 

"In this scene, the male lead is drunk and falls asleep. The female lead, still awake, 
grabs the chance to stare at his face," Au continues with a passion, dramatically acting out 
each movement. "It’s a mystery what’s gotten into her. It could be the overflowing love in 
her chest that makes her list out the male lead’s good points...one by one. He then opens 
his eyes and stares at her to show that he heard everything." 

"Eeeeeek, I’m blushing, Au. Doesn't it sound familiar?” Up slaps Au’s arm repeatedly 
as | freeze. 

Fuck! Did they see it? | thought they were asleep. 

What do | do? My thoughts run wild and what happened last night replays in my 
head. | can’t even look at Tun. 

How did Tun interpret my action? 

Platonic admiration? 

Romantic? 

Just an idiotic person with so much free time to do silly things? 

No matter what it is, | can’t guess his mind. 

"lll be right back." 

"Hey! Where are you going, Tess?" 

Unable to think of anything else but run, | sprint to the bathroom and dip my head 
in the sink to wash away the embarrassment. 

‘Signs of falling in love.’ 

| type in the search bar and hesitate before clicking enter. 

| dont know if Qoogle can provide the answer. If | ask a teenager, they would ask 
me back if there is a specific answer to this. | can’t help it. AS a person who has never 
been in love for a while, this is all | can do. 

"Hix" 

Before | read the information, the door is pushed open with the horrifying voice of 
Kita, my roommate. 

"Why are you home early today?" | ask, closing the laptop with one hand. No one 
must know I’m doing this kind of thing. 

"You didn’t join me. | was fucking bored." 


| can tell from his face that the dance party wasn’t as entertaining as it should have 
been. 

"You were bored even if with Fuse?" 

"He's the worst. That crazy—in—love punk took his girlfriend with him everywhere. He 
paid no attention to his friend." Upon hearing his complaint, | think it’s the right timing. I'll 
make use of this situation by asking him about love. This might work. At least I'll get 
another perspective of one of the human beings who fell in love most often in the world. 

"Why don’t you find yourself a girlfriend?" 

"You're being weird. You used to persuade me to break up with my girlfriends." Kita 
shakes off his shoes and strides inside to flop on the couch with a serious face. "Do you 
understand that a handsome and rich man with a talent of causing trouble to others like me 
is Super popular? | can’t choose whom to date." 

Why do | have to mingle with a narcissistic man like him? He even turned his flaw 
into his good point. 

"How do you decide when you choose?" 

"Ask yourself. You always chose the good ones." 

It sounds sarcastic. From my experience of meeting Tess’s exes, they were 
something else. It’s not that they were terrible. | think Tess was the problem. 

"| want your advice because | always messed it up." 

"Oh, dearrrrrr.". Kita puts his hand over his chest so dramatically that | feel like 
kicking his ass. "Since Thattawa, a man with countless yet low-quality love experiences, 
needs my advice, | shall give it to him." 

"Yeah. Just get to the point." He’s the best at blabbering bullshit. 

"Choose with your heart. If you like that person, date that person." 

"That's the point. How do | know I like someone? At which level?" The question 
sounds stupid. Well, I’m really not experienced. 

"How come you suck at love lately?" 

"| think | actually...Know nothing about love." 

"Your words are as ridiculous as the dialogues in Pakorn’s movie," he even sighs. 
Who should be sad right now, Pakorn or me? "To me, if | want that person in my life, | call 
that love." 

"That's it?" 

"Don't overthink it. Don’t complicate things. If you want to rid someone from your life, 
it means you no longer love that person." 


"Oh, just like how | want to get rid of you?" 


"Whoa, its more than love between us, Tess. Our relationship is destined by 
heaven." 

Right, Im destined to repay for my sin. | don’t even know how many problems this 
friend will cause in the future. 

"Who do you have feelings for?" 

"No one." 

| dismiss the question. Who would have thought | would be interrogated after the 
conversation? 

"Don't think | have no clue." Kita stares at my face intently. The closer he moves to 
me, the more on edge | feel. | try to brush him off. 

"You have no clue." 

"| know. It’s that person who once came here." 

He stresses firmly and is about to say something more, but | quickly close his 
mouth with my hand. I’m not sure why, but | don’t want to hear that person's name. 

"Shut up! Dont say it. Don't..." 

Kita slaps my hand off, not listening. 

"What are you afraid of, Tess? The answer?" 

Probably, though it’s not because | can’t accept that person. 

I’m just...scared of facing something unfamiliar like love. 

"You don't have to be afraid that you will regret it later." 


"What you should be scared of is losing him." 

| quit searching for anything about love on the search engine. | quit asking myself 
over and over until | lost sleep. | decide to make peace with it by telling myself | will know 
when the feelings are unmistakable. 

Days have passed by. The embarrassment | had when | was with Friend Credits 
disappeared. | can look at their faces directly now, and they never bring it up again. 

Today is the same as the other days. We still struggle to start. Au and Up arent 
here yet. As always, | arrive early to have breakfast Pakorn’s mother makes to recharge my 
energy. Then, | move to the table on the balcony with Tun to think of an idea for a new 
script. The father, who is in a good mood, whistles while washing his old car to light up the 
atmosphere. 

"Whose is that?" 

"My dad's favorite car." | shake my head and point at it. 

"No. | mean the other one." 


The familiar sight countlessly replays. The house owner’s daily routine consists of a 
few activities. One of them is washing the decades-old European car. However, the 
question in my mind is about the bus left under the big tree. How come it hasnt been 
maintained but ruined by all of those bird poops? 

"It belonged to his friend when he worked on a film set. The friend was short of 
money, so he sold it to him cheaply," Tun explains it to me. 

"And he just left it there?" 

I've seen production vans, but this one is a literal bus. The size is small, with a 
capacity of around fifteen people. It has this vintage vibe despite the filthy original color. 

"It’s not of use, slow like a turtle." 

"Sell it away, then," | suggest. If no one buys his script, he can make money out of 
that. 

"We estimated the price. It’s not worth it. Its better to be displayed like this." 

This is not a display. This is a birds’ toilet. 

"There’s a way to make better use of it." Let me think. Im the kind of person who 
loves utilizing and making the most out of everything. The old bus is no problem. "| have an 
idea." 

It pops up in my head after some contemplation. 

"Don't suggest it to me." His action really makes my fist twitch. He turns his back on 
me. 

"Hear me outtttt." | shake his body aggressively to get his attention. "Since Friend 
Credits has no office, we can convert the bus into our studio." 

"Huh?" The tall figure turns around abruptly. 

"As its a bus, it can move, right? If we run out of ideas, we can drive around 
looking for inspiration." There's a bus house, but a bus studio is on another level. Mind- 
blowing. "I'll draw it for you." 

| take a piece of paper and a pencil from Tun’s hands to sketch the picture in my 
head enthusiastically. 

"We'll keep the drivers seat and the one beside it." | start with a square, the shape 
of the bus. "The passenger seats at the back will be removed, then we'll install tables and 
chairs by the windows. We'll put a whiteboard here and add shelves for books and DVDs 
here. This area is for plants." 

The image in my mind is fantastic, but the piece of paper only shows circles and a 
jumble of pencil lines that look nothing like an interior design. 

"Your sketch sucks." 

Here goes his cheekiness. Is this the person | fell in love with? 


"It sucks like your handwriting." 

"What about the toilet?" he asks, though he annoyingly acted like he disagreed with 
the idea. That brief moment inflates my deflated heart. 

Be it small or big, silly or important, my thoughts always receive his attention. He 
just cant give a normal reaction as he does to others, so he gets cheeky as usual. 

"Have you heard of public restrooms, Mr. Actor?" He shakes his head. | can’t help 
but flick his forehead twice. "The bus is so small, yet you're so demanding." 

"If we don’t build a toilet, how about a mini fridge? In case we're hungry." 

"Its your money. Do what you want." 

"What? I’m paying for the conversion?" 

Why does he look like he has a high expectation of my answer? The bus belongs to 
his family. If its converted into a studio, it will be the scriptwriting team’s possession. What 
does it have to do with me? But, when | meet his eyes, | can’t voice my thoughts 
straightforwardly. All | can say is... 

"We'll all pay." 

"Interesting." 

"| hate you." Why do | lose to Tun all the time? "I think we should leave some area to 
grow plants to freshen up our minds." 

"You want to grow plants?" 

"Yeah. Maybe something small like a cactus. It doesn’t matter what kind. Just a little 
piece of nature while you guys work." 

"Any more suggestions?" 

"The color is a bit old-fashioned. Let’s paint it" I’ve seen many cream vintage 
buses. If we brighten it up to fit the pleasant atmosphere of the house, where it’s parked, it 


will be perfect. "| think mint green will do." 

"Mint..." Tun’s voice trails off. 

"Do you agree, sir?" 

"As you deem proper, sir." | jokingly called him ’sir,’ and he shot back right away. 

"Hey, the guys are here." 

Without a pause, | sprint to the Au-Up buddies, who carry the work equipment and 
several beer cans to settle down under the tree. We actually have set our working time, 
which is at eleven. These two showed up past noon. How diligent. 

A few minutes after a discussion, we all agree to convert the bus into our dream 
studio. 

We begin with getting the engine checked up and hiring an interior designer to 
design the inside of the bus as we desire. Not wasting time, we try to find an idea for a 


new script. 

All my savings are spent on the repair of the old bus. As my friends’ dreams are 
important, | help them cover some expenses. Unfortunately, I’m in a body of a rich family’s 
son whose spending is strictly controlled. | can ask for what | want, but the family must 
know if | buy something expensive. 

Therefore, | take out every single baht in my wallet and borrow some from Kita and 
Fuse. The guys even smash their pinky banks to count the coins. Finally, weeks of hard 
work is over. 

.. The bus studio is done. 

"m fucking excited. This is the new studio of Friend Credits." 

The bus has been driven to the front lawn, flanked by a table and white chairs for 
the upcoming party. 

No matter what festival, happy time, or struggle, they never miss a chance to drink. 


Tun is an ice—-tonger as usual. 

"| almost forgot. | have a gift to celebrate our new workplace." 

"Let me seecee." 

Up says excitedly. The house owner’s son carries a plant pot over to show us. 

"| looked through my workshop notebook. The instructor said this plant is meaningful. 
It represents love and goodwill." The notebook must be Pakorn’s. | remember he applied in 
a plant workshop to gain information to write the script. 

"What’s it called?" Up asks. We lock our eyes on the plant in the pot that has a few 
leaves. 

"A pink trumpet tree. | actually want Tess to take care of it," Tun says with a smile, 
but | have a question. 

"What's its mature height?" 

"They say around eight to twenty-five meters." Holy shit! My ears are ringing. 

"Why would you plant a twenty—five—meter-tall tree in a bus? Are you messing with 
me?" 

"You can cut it down when it grows tall, Tess," he argues. "Aren’t you excited to 
wake up one day to see pink flowers blooming?" 

"Lets hope | survive until that day. How many years does it take to blossom?" 

What | meant was a cactus or cute small tree set by the window. | didn’t expect to 
take care of a pink trumpet tree with a mature height of twenty-five meters. Wahhhhhhh. 

"No need to cry tears of joy." 

"Do | look happy?" Whatever. Since he’s already put it in a pot, we can use it to 
decorate the bus while its still small. When it grows tall, we'll plant it on the ground. 


Jeez~ 

| wish | could turn back time. | wouldnt have mentioned any plant by the 
window. 

"Okay, Friend Credits now has a lucky plant. Is it time to have a studio tour? I’ve 
been waiting to record it for so long | feel tired," Au cuts short, stretching. 

Now, it’s time for a studio tour by Talay and the gang. 

This bus is fully equipped. If we're bored of working inside, we can move to the 
white round table Tun’s parents prepared for us. If we have writer's block, we can start the 
engine and drive off. There’s nothing better than this. 

"This table is mine. It’s close to the fridge." Au runs inside first, followed by Up. 

"I'll take this one, then. You two can fight over the rest." 

"What do | have to do with this?" | ask in confusion. 

"You're one of our team, Tess. Though you can’t help us write scripts, your sleepy 
face is enough to entertain us." Is Up complimenting or insulting me? | somewhat sound 
useless. Even so, I’m happy to be accepted by my friends. 

"m touched. Thanks." Hic... 

"Drop that fake crying." Shit, he knows. | thought it was smooth. 

Finally, someone like Talay has a studio to work at like others. If | don’t know what 
to write, | can bring my laptop to practice color—grading that | haven't done for so long. 

As Au and Up are crazy about their tables by the windows, | walk to the back of 
the bus towards the built-in table. After I’ve sat down and adjusted the chair, Tun comes to 
me with a sweet—colored blanket. 

"For you." | admit I’m too confused to accept it, but he stands there still holding it 
out like that. "Use it to cover yourself when it’s cold." 

This feels familiar. It’s like a scene in a novel. 

"What about you?" 

"| have one." He lifts another blanket. The cartoon pattern is cuter than mine. 

"Thanks." 

He gave me a plant and a blanket. If you overthought it, you would think he has 
feelings for me. Well, honestly, my heart already melted when he smiled. 

"The guys took the tables at the front. There’s only one left next to you." He sits on 
his chair and strokes the texture of the wooden table. He gazes out the window quietly as 
though being deep in thought. 

"What are you thinking?" 

"The script | want to write." 

"You're that serious?" 


"m thinking what Pakorn would do." His voice is barely audible. It’s so soft...that only 
the two of us can hear it. 

| wonder why Tun always brings this up with the others around. Doesn't that mean 
we have to move closer and talk tiredly in a whisper? 

"Pakorn loves romance movies." | got to know Pakorn for a short time, but | could 
tell what kind of plot he was passionate about. 

"| agree. How would it be to continue doing what Pakorn loves? How would it be to 
believe in him?" Tun asks. 

Making a romance movie. 

| might not be experienced in love, but | believe | can be invested in those stories 
after learning and understanding love. 

"What do you think about writing the story of us? It’s super fantastical." 

"Haha," | crack a dry laugh at his silly idea. Unabashed, he resumes. 

"A man turns up in a foreign place. He’s lonely and lost, so he needs someone to 
help him feel better." | don’t understand why he gazes at me so sweetly while speaking. 
And who's the lonely man? Is it me or him? Deep down, lm curious. | don’t dare to ask, 
though. 

"Talay, do you know how it ends?" 

"How?" 

"They fall in love." 

| almost choke on my saliva and ask back in disbelief. 

"What did you say?" 

"If we make a romance movie, no matter how it ends, love is bound to happen, isn’t 
it?" | forgot we were talking about movies. | thought he talked about us. 

Does anyone know how hard | try to keep a straight face when my heart flutters 
aggressively? 

"What if they don’t meet in an unimaginable way? What if they simply meet on a 
normal day?" 

In a normal world, | wonder if it would be possible for our encounter to lead to love 
in the end. 

He listens to me and takes out a piece of paper. He writes down something nearly 
indecipherable, but | can see the determination on his face. 

Tun presents a story about a single woman in a foreign country finding a date on 
an application. When she meets the man, he’s not the person she was impressed with. He’s 
a stranger with things she doesn’t like, and the same goes for him. They end up not 
choosing each other that day. 


"How is this similar to our situation?" | point at the sentence, ‘They dont choose 
each other.’ 

"Because l'm not your type," Tun replies immediately. 

"Did | say that?" 

"Am | your type, then?" | press my lips together. | remain silent and let him keep 
asking me. "What do you like about me?" 

"| don’t know." 

"It's easy to answer. We met and got to know each other. Would you date me?" 

"lll ask you back. Would you?" 


Counterattacked, Tun goes quiet. See? He said it was easy to answer, yet he 
couldn't say it. 

I'm sure about one thing. A kind and generous person who sees everyone's worth 
will never hurt others’ feelings by rejecting them. He chooses to stay silent, and that’s clear 
he will never choose me. 

What about my answer...? 

"Kids, come down and take a picture as a memory." 

Tun’s father’s voice interrupts my train of thought. The bus shakes seconds later 
from Au and Up’s footsteps as they hop off the bus as told by the older man. 

"Let’s go." 

| watch the broad back for a moment and follow. 

Everyone gathers on the lawn. At our left is a ‘Friend Credits Studio’ wooden board. 
The mint bus is behind us as a background. 

"What do we say to make the photo look good?" 

"Pink trumpet tree." 

The house owner’s son suggests. 

"Okay." His father raises the camera to capture us. 

| still remember the photos when they were Minimalist and O.U.R. Studio. | can’t 
believe | am part of Friend Credits today. 

"Move closer to each other. Tess was almost off the frame." 

As my brain processes everything, Tun, as usual, pulls my arm close. | can't help 
but glance at his side profile quietly. 

Memories flash in my mind nonstop. From the day we met, the days we spent time 
together, the days we laughed and cried, to the days my heart raced just by seeing the 
smile that was sometimes playful, sometimes gentle. 


"Say ‘pink trumpet tree’ together." 


Thinking back to Tun’s words earlier, he said the main characters didn’t choose 
each other when they first met. | used to think that way. But, as time passed, | learned that 
there’s a possibility a feeling will change. 

If their lives are a romance movie, love is bound to happen. 

And | don’t mind having an unrequited love. 

This is what Kita talked about, right? If | want him in my life, it’s love. 

"Pink trumpet tree~" 

CLICK! 

Um... 

| think | fell in love with him for real. 

Tun drove me to the university for a final exam in his father’s beloved car, and the 
exam went well. | hope that, after the grade is out, I'll be able to complete another mission, 
which is to get the graduation certificate for Tess. 

"Hey, Dol." 

"You rarely showed up, and then you basically disappeared. Had | not called you, 
you would've forgotten me." 

"Nonsense. | had an exam." 

| used to have meals with Dol regularly, but we hardly saw each other as | had 
been busy. When he called me this time, | accepted the invitation and quickly came out to 
see him. 

"You've graduated, right? Congratulations. You won't say you want to die again." 
Look at him. Let me apologize for calling you to complain about how | didn’t want to study 
anymore. 

"Ugh... complained a little. If | don’t get an F, then I'll be a graduate." 

"Tun isn’t here? | was going to treat him." 

"He was busy with the scriptwriting team, so | didn’t ask him." Dol nods, sliding the 
menu to me, his face more stressed than ever. "How have you been?" 

"Good." 

"Is there something important today? You didn’t invite me out because you missed 
me, right?" 

"Order your food first. We'll talk after eating." 

"Whatever you want." 

| don’t ask anything more because | start to be hungry. | order delicious dishes to 
wolf down, then we have an important conversation. | think it must be one of the reasons 


why Dol looks worried. 


"lll get to the point. First, Tun won't pick up Pang’s call. She said if one day Credit 
Cards..." 

"Friend Credits." He won't miss a chance to play a lame joke. 

"Yeah, right. If Tun and his friends want to make another movie, they can talk to 
Pang. She might be able to give them advice." 

"How nice of her. Wahhh." 

"The last movie flopped. She probably feels sorry." My heart hurts. | want to cry and 
mourn for my friends’ movie for two hours. 

"Right timing. We're secretly working on a new script. Pang used to be a 
professional actor. | think she will be a great help." 

"Good. If Tun doesn’t pick up her call, you try to contact her, okay?" 

"Sure. | have her number." 

"That’s one thing. There’s another thing | didn’t update in the group. Only Jubjang 
and | know about it," the male nurse says, taking a bite of his food. His eyes are visibly 


wavering this time. "| thought of keeping it a secret at first, afraid everyone would be 
worried. But | think you should know." 

"Why me?" There are many members. Dol and Jubjang aren't closer to me than the 
others. 

"Among us, you’re the most eager to go home. | want to remind you to hurry." 

"What happened?" 

"Yesterday, Mr...died." The name of my acquaintance echoes in my head. 

Though | hardly visit the group, the face of the man that used to talk and share our 
encouragement months ago is vivid in my mind. 

My heart drops to the floor. 

"He..." | have my assumptions. One of them is he ended his life like the one before. 
However, Dol corrects me. 

"No. It seems the one in his body in the other universe died, so..." 

"| got it." 

| cut short. Sometimes | hate fate for leaving us with no choice. 

| slowly put my spoon and fork together. The food before me doesn’t look 
appetizing anymore, as if the only happiness in my heart has evaporated. 

| havent had a good sleep for the past several days. The main reason is | can't 
control my thoughts and emotions. 

Losing a group member deeply affected my heart, so I’m unsure if | should tell Tun. 
I'm afraid he will be worried like me. After pondering it, | won't tell him right now. | will find 
the right time to talk to him about it. 


"Talay, | revised the plot a little. Can you review it?" 

The low voice brings me back to reality. He hands me his favorite notebook. 

| don’t know if he has the talent or if he has fallen in love with scriptwriting. He’s 
spent several days working on the script with all his might. | read the paragraphs and 
visualize everything through the letters, then | look up and flash a proud smile. 

"| like it. It's good." 

"Really? Lets show it to Au and Up. If they approve of it, we can develop it into a 
script." 

"Okay." 

| wish | could throw away my worry and focus on the present. To hell with tomorrow. 
To hell with fate. | want to run after the broad back to our bus studio. 

"| like it. But what do you think if the mysterious man has a secret and we add a 
situation that arouses suspicion?" Up suggests more ideas after reading Tun’s terrible 
handwriting. 

"Damn. A script with a mystery that creates suspense. That’s our style. Besides, it 
connects to society. | once was so lonely that | tried to find a date on an app." 

"How come | never knew about this, Au?" 

"None of your business." The two buddies glower at each other. Au switches his 
mood and continues in excitement. "The style is similar to Long Distance in some parts. If 
we learn from the criticism last time, it will be better." 

Hope sparkles in his eyes. We brainstorm in the bus studio for hours until we come 
to a conclusion that we will develop this story all the way. 

"Finally! Thanks, Tun. I’m pumped up now." Up throws his pencil on the table and 
stretches after we've figured it out. 

"Its Tess’s idea." Tun points at me. | quickly argue. 

"No. It’s Tun’s." 

"Yeah, whoever it is. | love you guys. Give me a huggggg." 

"Hope its successful and makes a billion. This time, | will write and put a spell on 
the viewers at the same time." Au should quit writing and cultivate black magic. 

When will they stop thinking about making a billion? They never learn the lesson. It’s 
already hard as fuck to write a script that won't be criticized negatively. 

"Let’s celebrate." Those two run out of the bus. | know without guessing that they are 
fetching alcohol, calling it a day. 

The daily schedule of Friend Credits has a pattern. We work half a day and rest half 
a day. | think it will take years to finish writing this script, and | don't know if I'll be here 
until that day. 


"This is the first time..." The low voice breaks the brief silence. 

"What?" 

"Its the first time someone is excited about my idea." Since Tun joined the 
scriptwriting team, no one has ever approved his idea. This time is different. He feels a little 
proud to be accepted. 

"No one was excited for you when you were a famous actor?" 

"Its not the same." 

"We're lucky to have met them. Do you still want to return to our universe?" | can’t 
help asking. 

"Of course, | do." 

"Yeah." We still think the same. No matter how wonderful this universe is, it can 
never replace who we really are. 

DING~ 

The doorbell notifies us of someone’s arrival. | contacted Pang the other day and 
told her about the struggles of the scriptwriting team. Since she had already wished to 
help, she volunteered to support and give us advice. 

| decided to invite her over to the studio today to introduce her to the gang. | didn’t 
tell anyone in advance. 

"Be right back." | run to the gate. When | see the familiar face, | quickly open the 
gate and let her in. 

"Was it hard to find this place?" 

"Not at all. Tun’s house is nice and shady," Pang compliments. She walks across the 
lawn to the studio of Friend Credits. 

The two buddies, Au and Up, look confused as Tun strides out of the bus. He says 
nothing. | introduce her to them in the dead silence. 

"Guys, this is my senior in high school." Here we go. She’s more like my senior in 
the other universe. "Pang is a yoga instructor and ah...an acting coach. She's good at many 
things." 

"Nice to meet youuu." Their greeting and cheerful expressions make me heave a 
sigh of relief. I’m lucky that they don’t berate me for bringing a stranger. 

The owner of Pang’s body is actually Fern, but we’ve agreed to call her Pang. And 
since she’s not a celebrity and not many people know her, there’s a low chance she'll be 
exposed. If we can let her go back to her original body when a chance arises, the group 
and | will be more than happy to do so. 

"This is Au. This one is Up." 

"Nice to meet you guys." 


"Wah, you're so nice." My friends sound delirious. She just smiled. When was she 
being nice to you? 

"Hey, Pang. It’s been a while," Tun finally speaks after staying quiet for some 
time. 

"You know each other?" The question comes with Au’s suspicious face. 

"She's Tess’s senior. Of course, | know her." 

"All right. Tess said you're writing a movie script. I’ve read numerous scripts before 
and been an acting coach for trainees for years, so | understand characters’ emotions to 
an extent. If you have any questions, feel free to ask." 

"Wowww, you're a godsend." 

"| forgot. | bought snacks." She raises the sweet—colored bags. The two buddies are 
already looking at her with admiring eyes, and now they're even more impressed. 

"You're so nice~" 

"Why didn’t you tell me you invited her over?" Tun leans down and whispers. 

"It was sudden." 

| pat his strong shoulder and start the drinking party in broad daylight. 

We have agreed to write a social satire romance with a hint of suspicion towards 
the protagonist. With that, we present the idea to Cheewin to ask for his opinion, then we 
send it to Dream, the producer of the last movie, to consider it. Soon, we receive a reply 
that it is interesting. We can proceed with the writing now. 

Days become weeks. Weeks become months... 

Pang is a regular at this house and loved by Tun’s parents. She’s also a kind sister 
to us, giving great advice about the script. At least someone who understands how the 
world works and has been through a lot possesses a better insight about humanity than 
that of men in their early twenties like us. 

"Hey." Tun pokes Pang. His action catches me by surprise. 

"| told you to call me properly." Pang looks fed up. 

"Sorry. | want your advice for this part." 

"Let me have a look." 

The laptop is slid to her. She reads quietly. To avoid distracting her, | pretend to 
type something meaningless. 

I'm freaking bummed that Au and Up left to collect necessary information off-site 
and didn’t take me with them. The three of us had to move to the wooden table on the 
lawn to discuss the script instead. Oddly enough, the closeness of these friends in the 
same industry makes me feel like something has been stolen from me. Worse, | feel left 


out. 


Seriously, they don’t need me here. 

"| think, by nature, the character wouldn't do this." 

"What would he do?" Tun tilts his head. She says nothing and blinks. "You’re messing 
with me." 

"How? I'm just blinking." 

The two soon laugh. | laugh with them as if | am programmed to maintain a good 
atmosphere. The more | observe them, the more they look perfect together. 

Every action, every word, and even the natural laughter. | couldn't feel any special 
connection between Tun and Pang when they first met. But, today, | can’t deny Tun has 
found his portkey. 

No one foresees the future. He might be able to return home one day. 

One day, | might be left here alone. 

One day...| might die before returning home like some group members. 

I've never thought that the moment the stranger entered Pong’s bar, he would make 
a hopeless man willing to fight on. He made me learn and step out of my comfort zone to 
face new things. He made me know love and experience love..just to realize my feelings 
aren't reciprocated. 

When he returns home, whether it’s this universe or ours, we will never see each 
other again. 

"Tess." 


"Tess." 
"Yes?" After being deep in thought and losing track of time, I’m brought back to 
reality by Pang’s sweet voice. 
"I'm leaving." | spring up and say goodbye briefly, wrapping up with, ‘See you later,’ 
though | don’t really want to. 


| watch the delicate figure walk away until she’s out of sight. A moment later, | turn 
my gaze to the tall friend next to me. 

"Whats wrong? You look stressed." 

"Nothing. | didn’t get enough sleep." 

Having said the excuse, | pack my stuff to leave early, but someone grasps my 
wrist. 

"Can | talk to you about something?" 

"Is it important?" | ask, frowning. 

"Sit down first." He flops on the chair with his legs crossed, not waiting for me to 
decline, and lights a cigarette quietly. His mannerisms are totally different from when he 


was with Pang. | suppose it’s not about something pleasant, considering lve seen him 
venting with nicotine rolls only a few times. 

"| need your advice." 

"About what?" 

"Pang." My heart skips a beat. My hands suddenly shake when | hear the name from 
his mouth. 

"What about her?" 

"Do you remember when we first met her? | told you | felt she was special." The air 
is filled with white smoke, but it can’t shroud the worries on his face. 

| gulp and arrange my words in my head for a while. 

"Yeah. I’ve told you loads of times she’s the one you've been looking for." 

"Talay." 

He calls my original name and locks his eyes on me in silence. 

"| admit that every time you told me to call her or meet up with her to prove some 
ridiculous speculations, | never did it." 


"But now that we’ve seen each other more often, it’s clear to me." 

Tun pauses, prolonging the silence that gets me restless. | don’t Know what kind of 
feeling it is. | can’t find myself the answer. 

"What are you trying to say?" 

"| think...Pang is really the one I’ve been looking for." 

If the assumption turns out correct, | should be happy for him, right? But why is 
sadness one of my mixed emotions? 

| once thought she was the one for him. | convinced myself she was the one for 
him. 

But now, | hope for a different outcome. | would sound selfish if | said that, 
though. 

"Good. Congratulations, dude." 

"You think so?" Tun asks. 

What else can | say? 

| can only congratulate him. 

"Yeah." 
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SUNSET GOLD 


"You've been in low spirits lately. Are you short of money?" 

Kita expresses his worry and curiosity as soon as he steps out of the walk-in 
closet. He's good at noticing my expressions, and | can’t hide the pent-up stress on my 
face at all. 

"No. Just a bit worried." 

"Your dad lets you do whatever you want after graduating. You don’t need to find a 
job right away. What’s to worry about?" | close the magazine in my hands and put it back 
in its place so it’s easy to find. | scoot a little to leave room on the bed for the big guy. 

| know Kita is not the best at giving advice. But, after living with him for some time, 
I've discovered he’s a good listener. Again, | want to tell him how | truly feel. 

"Have you ever...felt possessive of your friend?" 

"No. The farther those punks are, the better it is," Kita answers without a second 
thought. 

"Be serious." 

"Tell me what happened." Whenever Kita’s head touched the pillow at night, he 
would play on the phone for around half an hour before falling asleep. But tonight, he 
tosses his phone on the nightstand to give me his full attention. "Are you possessive of me? 
We've slept side by side every night. Isn't that enough?" 

He’s as full of himself as ever. | shouldn't have complimented him in my mind. 

"m going to sleep." 

| quit asking, annoyed. 

"Hey, come on. Why are you easily upset lately?" Once I’ve lain down in irritation, 
Kita shakes my body violently. "You won't be able to sleep even with the light off. Tell me 


what’s on your mind." 


| flip on my side to face Kita. Seeing his earnest gaze, | sit up to continue our 
conversation. 

Kita and Jo have a lot of things in common. They're playful and silly. But when 
they're serious about something, they are extremely serious. The same goes for their 
sympathy. They couldn't care less about others. But when it comes to their best friends, 
they're totally different. It’s one of the reasons why Im not afraid to bare my heart to 
them. 

"It just feels strange. | was really close to this friend. But then, someone joined our 
group and got along well with him. | didn’t know how to act." I’m uneasy and scared... 

I'm contradicting myself. | was the one inviting Pang to the gang. Besides her 
adorable and friendly personality and professional advice, she could be someone Tun was 
looking for. If they can go back to the other universe, it’s a good thing, right? 

Why cant | be kind enough to be happy for them? 

"Have you ever felt this way?" Kita asks after listening. 

"When | was young, | guess. | don’t remember." It'd been so long that | couldn't 
believe l'd feel like this again at twenty-three. 

"When you're close or love someone and someone else takes his attention away 
from you, isn’t it normal to feel upset?" 

"How do | cope?" 

"Deal with your own feelings. Your friend is a person. You dont have the right to 
force him to pay attention only to you." 

"True." 

We have our own lives. | need to tell myself repeatedly so | stop being selfish. 

"Tess." 

"Hmm?" | hear his soft sigh. 

"Do you believe in prioritization?’ When | meet Kita’s eyes, | clearly see the 
sternness on his face. "Kind of like...if you're his priority, he'll choose you." 

"What's with these wise words?" 

"Don’t tell anyone. | once liked someone so much, but she never chose me. Never..." 
His face is clouded. 

"Want a napkin?" 

"It’s all right. Your pillowcase will do." He attacks me with his lame joke when we're 
getting emotional. He’s staying at my place and has the nerve to ruin my stuff. Asshole. 

"You said she never chose you. Was it because you forced her to?" 

"No. | never made her choose me or anyone. It was the thought in my mind that | 
used to tell myself if | should go on or give up. Well, it’s not easy to cut ties with a friend, 


but at least you'll know how much he cares about you. That way, you won't get too 
attached." 

"Thanks for the advice." Though | don’t know if I'll be able to do it. "Anyway, before 
you moved on from that person, how many times did you let yourself not get chosen? IIl 
adapt it." 

Kita raises two fingers. 

"Two? Not many times, then." 

"No. Twenty!" 

"Shit, you didn’t learn your lesson." 

"My heart hoped she would look at me one day." He'll get emotional and cry soon. | 
stop asking so he won't feel hurt. 

Unbelievably, Kita, the confident man who uses his face as his phone case, who 
has a fortune to spend, who takes care of people well, used to be rejected so many times 
he got downhearted. 

"What about you, Tess? How many chances will you give him?" 

"Three." 

"Why three?" 

"| don’t know. That's the limit to my patience, | suppose." 

When | was a kid, | tried countless times to get a reward. It differs from 
relationships. You won't achieve anything if you're the only one trying. Some try for half their 
lives and never succeed. 

"You've been stressed lately. There’s a party at Mei’s. Wanna blow off some 
steam?" 

"Have you and Fuse ever stopped partying? Cut it out." 

They're so keen on partying, from that house to the next. I’ve almost forgotten they 
need to plan their lives after graduation within two years. Otherwise, they will be 
disowned. 

"Hey, you used to be the first to go and we never said a word. You've complexly 
changed." How does that sound better? 

"I've grown up. How can | be the same as before? Go to sleep." 

| reply and lie down. Kita stops arguing and turns off the lamp, then grabs his 
phone to play in the dark. 

I've been forcing myself to sleep for several nights despite all the problems eating 
at me. | wish | could ignore them, but I’m not strong enough to let them go. 

Since | woke up in this parallel universe, I’ve never dreamed. The person I’ve been 
looking for hasnt appeared, while Tun and Pang see each other more often. 


My hope that he can return to his life in the other universe starts fading. | have to 
fight with those confusing thoughts in my mind numerous times. What would it be if | held 
him back? But it’s not worth it if he abandons everything to wait for me when | don’t know if 
I'll ever have a chance to go back. 

And if my feelings for him are love... 

When that day comes... 

Will | hold him back with me or let him be happy and do what he loves? 

| have no idea. 

"Boys, I’ve done your laundry." 

Tun’s mother walks to the dining table with a woven basket. It’s still early in the 
morning. Au and Up are having porridge and working at the dining table inside. Tun is 
doing the dishes at the sink as I’m studying the colors of movies in this universe. Once 
we've seen her, we drop everything. 

"Mom~ You don’t have to." 

"No worries. I’m happy to do it." She puts down the basket and hands the clothes to 
the owners one by one. "This is Au’s. This is Tess’s. And this is Up’s." 

She remembers whose clothes they are. She’s meticulous, as Tun said. 

"Thank you. They smell so good." 

| thank her and take my favorite clothes, washed and clean. 

The fact that I’m gradually adjusting to this universe doesn’t mean I’ve succumbed 
to fate. I’m doing it to survive, and it doesnt have a negative effect. At least these 
friendship and love make me smile. 

We gather at Tun’s place in the morning and pack our stuff to go home in the 
evening. If we're too lazy, we crash here. It’s been like this for a while, and I’m used to this 
lifestyle now. 

"| was going to ask you when you left your room. Did you buy a new shirt, Tun? I’ve 
never seen this one before." The mother points at the shirt her beloved son wears. No one 
might recognize it, but | remember it well as its one of a few neutral—colored shirts | 
bought to fit my original style. I’ve worn it many times until it went loose. 

"Its Tess’s. | stole it." The mother shakes her head wearily at her son's answer. 

"You have your own clothes. Why take your friend’s?" 

"Tess doesn’t mind." 

"He never asked. He took it even if | loved that shirt so much," | say softly in an 
attempt to make the mother take my side. 

"Quit acting with that soft voice." 

"Mom, Tun called me a liar. My heart hurts..." 


"Bad boy. Don’t say this to your friend again," the older woman raises her voice. 

"You believe Tess? Listen to him." 

"Why am | here? Goshhhhh." Au shakes his head and walks back to the table in 
resignation. | sneak a laugh after successfully making the mother scold her son every 
day. 

DING~ 

"That must be Pang." The doorbell is the sign of someone’s arrival. 

"I'll go. l'Il open the gate for her." 

"That damn Up-—pree is fast." 

Our regular guest is no one else but Pang. When she’s free, she always visits us 
with heaps of snacks. Her loveliness is the reason she’s welcomed by everyone. Just by 
the sound of the doorbell, the guys fight to be the one opening the gate with 
enthusiasm. 

"Hey, guys, how are you doing?" Her unique voice and bright face appear in front of 
me. 

The fun | was having while joking around with Tun vanishes, leaving only a greeting 
smile on my face. 

"| have writer's block. | don’t have any ideas." Au actually has had writers block for 
the whole week. 

"Ill get better." 

"Want some breakfast?" Tun asks her. 

"No, thanks. I’ve eaten," Pang says. She walks to the counter in the kitchen and 
naturally puts the snacks on the plates. Au, slacking off, breaks the silence. 

"The god’s movie is out. Why don’t we go and watch it to pump ourselves up?" 

He was browsing the theatre website because he wanted to watch a movie 
together, huh? The said god is the top director of Hollywood. He’s outstanding at directing 
and scriptwriting. 

"What time?" Tun’s question lights me up. 

"Eight thirty." 

"My treat." 

This feeling drives me to offer to treat them. I’m not sure if this is also love. As long 
as | can see him and spend time with him, | feel happy. 

"Damn, our sugar daddy Tess. Thank you in advance." | nod to the two buddies and 
turn to the nice girl. 


"Do you want to join us?" 


"lll pass, but I'll go with you guys next time. I’m leaving now. Work hard," she 
declines politely and approaches the tall man. She pauses before speaking, "Tun, can | 
have a word with you?" 

"Sure." 

They leave the dining room quietly, leaving the rest of us with questions. Even | 
wonder what is so important that they need to keep it from everyone else. 

| begin to worry about time. | keep checking the clock, distracted from work. | can't 
control myself not to turn to where those two are. I’m occupied with guessing what the 
subject of their secret conversation is. 

Maybe they're matched? 

They suddenly dreamed? 

They might consult each other about going back or whatever... 

| let every speculation be just silly thoughts. | hope that if it actually happens one 
day, Tun will tell me straightforwardly. 

"Sorry." 

When Pang and Tun return, my heart hanging on a thread is finally put back in its 
place. 

We're meeting up tonight. 

I've spent two hours in the walk-in closet, taking the liberty of trying Tess’s clothes 
in front of the mirror to look good to Tun. | hate perfume, but | put on some with a mild 
scent this time. 

After checking my looks until | feel confident, | grab the car key and drive to the 
destination. Once I’ve arrived, | spot the two buddies waiting at the ticket booth of the 
standalone theatre. 

"Wow, look at you. How handsome." | acknowledge the compliment with a smile and 
glance around, a bit surprised by the absence of the one who used to always be the 
earliest. 

"Where’s Tun?" 

"He suddenly said he couldn't join us, saying he had a business with Pang." 

"Why didn’t he tell me?" 

"Maybe he didn’t want you to meddle." | don’t Know how dejected my expression is, 
but they seem to notice. They quickly wrap their arms around my neck and usher me 
inside. "Just kidding. Lets buy the tickets. You said you'd treat us. Don’t change your 
mind." 

| rarely got distracted from the screen because movie tickets were expensive. 
Whether the movies were good or bad, | made the most of them. This time, however, | can 


barely focus. My ears are ringing. | look straight, but my vision blurs. 

Hurt. That’s probably the word to describe how I'm feeling. 

I'm seemingly reading too much into Kita’s words. These words, ‘If you're his priority, 
he'll choose you,’ make his sudden absence without telling affects my heart more than 
usual. No matter how hard | try to remind myself to be reasonable, and no matter how hard 
| think of any urgent or important situations that made him choose her... 

It still hurts deep inside. 

The movie ends after around two hours, and | say goodbye to Au and Up. While 
driving, | remember Kita asked me to party at a girl’s place. After some contemplation, | 
suppose ld be overthinking alone in my apartment. | should party when I'm emotionally 
unstable. With that, | turn the car around. 

"Thought you'd hibernate for another year. Come on, dude. We've prepared tons of 
booze for you." 

I'm welcomed by these crazy drinkers right away. Judging from the alcohol, dizzying 
lights, and ear—piercing music, l'Il undoubtedly be wasted tonight. 

"Yeah, thanks. You didn’t bring your girlfriend?" | settle on the couch and catch up 
with Fuse, whom | haven’t seen for some time. 

"Ugh, why would we stick together all the time? We need space." | know he’s lying 
even without further explanation. | shake my head, fed up, and turn my gaze to Kita, who 
smokes comfortably with his legs crossed. 

"Wanna smoke?" He lifts his eyebrow. | don’t usually smoke. But if I’m under stress, | 
sometimes light one up to clear my head. | guess I'll be relying on it today. 

"Yeah." 

"What’s wrong?" 

"Why?" 

"You seem weird." Kita sees through me clearer by the day. 

"You're imagining things." 

"Don’t tell me, then. Here's your glass. Drink until you're knocked out." 

Today is another day where | feel like leaving everything behind and dont care 
about what will happen in the future. Thus, | accept a cigarette from my friend and drink 
continuously without checking the time or talking to anyone. | just drink...and drink. 

My vision starts to get blurry. The hiccups are so frequent that | can't catch my 
breath, but | don’t stop. | can barely sit straight in no time. 

| hear the muffling voices of people around me. Unable to comprehend their words, 
| say yes to everything. | let them take me to other areas. After that, | can’t remember what 
happened. When the sunlight lands on my eyes, | wake up on my bed. 


My wild behaviors last night left a long-lasting effect on my current state. The 
headache reaches my eyes. My throat is parched as if | swallowed a handful of sand. 
These weak limps of mine make me wish | could turn back time to warn myself not to do 
something that stupid again. 

"Fuck..." It takes me forever to sit up. My roommate, who’s usually by my side, is 
nowhere to be seen. I'm not even sure if | took him back home. 

| fumble around my bed for my phone and find nothing, so | drag myself to the 
bathroom. 

| stand unsteadily in front of the sink for a while and suddenly feel nauseous. | 
lunge to the other side and throw up in the toilet like crazy. 

| thought it would helo me feel better, but no. There are the second and third 
rounds. The strength | used to take myself to the bathroom has been sucked out, and | lie 
down helplessly, panting. 

No more... 

Those words echo in my head. | hope this tormenting feeling subsides soon, but my 
body is messing with me. | get nauseous again. | climb up to the toilet and repeatedly barf 
out everything in my stomach. 

When | feel better, | wash my face and look for my phone one more time. | find it 
on the doormat in front of the bedroom. The screen displays missed calls from Friend 
Credits and a dozen more from Kita and Fuse. 

| touch the notifications with my shaking hand. Im worried about those 
troublemakers, but another part of me wants to update my current state to someone to 
ease his worry. As I’m weighing whom | should call first, the familiar person calls. | don’t 
have to choose anymore. 

Tun. 

The man in my thought that made me restless all night. 

"Hello." | pick up and sit on the floor, trying to sound normal even though it doesn’t 
seem to work. 

[Are you okay, Talay? You didn’t show up. I’m worried.] | like his voice. It puts me at 
ease when | listen to it. 

"Sorry. | woke up a bit late." 

[A bit, my ass. It’s two in the afternoon.] The answer has me in shock. | haven't 
checked the time since | woke up. [Are you sick? Your voice sounds hoarse. ] 

"A little. I’m taking a day off." 

[Wanna see the doctor? Have you eaten?] 

"It's not that bad. Just..." 


[Hey, hold up, someone’s calling me. I'll call you later.] He cuts in and hangs up 
without waiting for my response. 

| admit this is too sudden for me to process. | can only hold my phone like that and 
ask myself how I’m supposed to feel. 

"Okay." 

| reply, hoping he will call me back to ask how I’m doing. One minute...two minutes... 
three minutes have passed. 

I've never been like this before. I’m uneasy, confused, waiting, exceedingly hoping. | 
feel sorry for myself because | wouldn't have ended up like this if | hadn't let myself fall in 
love with someone. | would have been the old me who was attached to no one and free 
from every action and feeling. 

Fifteen minutes have passed, but it’s unbearably long for me. In the end, there’s 
nothing from the man I’m waiting for. On the other hand, the name appearing on the screen 
belongs to my temporary roommate. 

[You finally picked up. Are you okay?] 

| hold my phone silently, letting Kita nag until he’s done, then | reply. 

"Just woke up." 

[What happened to your voice? A hangover?] Besides throwing up, | think | have a 
headache and a low fever. 

"(m a bit sick. Where did you sleep last night?" 

[At Mei’s. | had no idea when | was knocked out. All | know is a friend said you 
were whining that you didn’t want to stay here and he drove you home.] 

"Was | that drunk?" 

[Yeah.] | just hope no one recorded what happened last night to blackmail me. 
[Have you eaten anything?] 

"No." 

[I'll buy you some food and medicine. ] 

"Okay. Thanks." 

Again, even when someone cares about me, l'm still hurt. 

[Ill be home in half an hour. Can you hold on until then?] 

I'm used to loneliness. ld been hurt by disappointment. I’d been ignored. And | got 
used to it all. This is no different. It'll be better. I'll be able to accept it. 

"Of course..." 

It will pass. 

"Kita, the girl you liked..." Before hanging up, | stupidly want to ask him something. 
"When you weren't chosen the second time, how did you feel?" 


[Nothing. | just had a thing for her a little bit.] 

"And what about the last time?" | hear his low chuckle, then he goes quiet, pausing 
to think. 

Kita is playing a war of nerves. 

[| don’t know. Not sure how to describe it. Maybe | was sad that | didn’t just have a 
thing for her a little bit.] 


[It was that | fell in love with someone like that.] 

By the time | can shake off my friend’s painful words, he’s already hung up. 

| sit on the couch, staring at my phone and out to the balcony, getting deep in 
thought, letting time pass for nothing. The vibration of my phone draws my attention at 
around three. 


‘Sorry | didnt call you back. | had an errand to run. Don't forget to take care of 
yourselt.’ 


Tun’s message. 
| lie down and read it over and over. It might be short, but it has everything. An 
apology. An explanation. A caring remark. 
..No voice that | want to hear, though. 
| once questioned why humans endure the pain and put themselves in a pitiful 
state. Why do we drown ourselves in sadness when we can move on? | even laughed at 
some scenes in melodramas and surreal idiotic actions. 
Crying in the bathtub. Running in the rain. Getting wasted. 
But now that I’ve experienced this pain, | realize | want to do all of that. Humans’ 
emotions are everything but simple. 
lts not easy to force a smile. 
It’s not easy to laugh. 
lts not easy to stop expecting and expressing dejection... 
..when it hurts so badly inside. 
Friend Credits Room 
Up-pree 
You’ve been absent for two days. Are you feeling better? 
Tess 
Yes. I’m just a bit sick. 


Adisorn 
It's good that it’s nothing serious. | heard you were wasted. 
Tess 
Who told you? 
Adisorn 
Your photos are all over Instaqam. Just tell us what stresses you out. 
Tess 
l just wanted to get drunk. 
Up-pree 
Were you sad because of the movie? Was that why you drank right after it was 
over? 
Tess 
You guys are not making sense. 
| can separate my life from movies. 
Up-pree 
If that wasn’t the reason... 
l bet you were upset Tun was with Pang. 
Let me tag @Pakorn 
Adisorn 
Get over it. He doesn’t care shit. 
He bailed on us at the theatre, and today he skipped working to be with her. 
He’s forgotten his friends. 
Pakorn 
Why the hell are you nagging? Annoying. 
This is when I’ve learned why he hung up on me without a second thought. The 
reason is the other person is more important. 
Think about it. It’s been about a month, yet I’m still hurt. 
| can’t even force myself to stop reading the conversation in the group chat, as if | 
want to stress it and remind myself to stop expecting something out of reach. 
| remain the same, not expressing my sadness or mentioning the past. | can do it... 
really well. No one notices. Everything is normal like other days. 
"Have you guys packed up?" 
Tun’s question startles everyone. | quickly lock my phone screen and look up with a 
smile, not answering. 
Friend Credits had been serious about developing the script for some time. 
Everything seemed smooth. My friends took turns collecting information off-site until we had 


enough. Nonetheless, we still lacked novelty. And so, we planned to drive around while 
writing with our bus in a few days. We hope the trip will lead us to some extraordinary 
experiences. 

"Packed up, my ass. We have three more days," Au grumbles, gazing up from his 
laptop. 

Werre still in the bus studio like usual. The difference is | have nothing to do, so I’m 
searching for multiple references for color—grading near them. 

"| don’t like this scene. Should we delete it?" Up changes the subject immediately. 
He seems serious with the part he’s writing on his shabby laptop. 

"What’s wrong with it? It’s romantic," Au shoots. 

"Love is sacrifice. Let me roll my eyes." 

"Huh?! When you love someone, you wish for their happiness even without you in 
their lives." 

"That’s overly optimistic. Trust me. Deep down, the protagonist hopes he is chosen. 
He simply loses because she chooses someone else. Hence the sacrifice." 

Why does it sound like my story the more | listen to it? Perhaps it’s true that the 
word ‘sacrifice’ is used to comfort the unchosen ones. 

"So?" They have their own opinions. And every time they clash, the third party gets 
to decide. 

Even though this is one of the first drafts, | can’t help but wonder what the answer 
will be. 

"My answer?" 

"Yeah." 

Tun looks at me after hearing the question. | can’t comprehend what those eyes are 
trying to convey. He might want my opinion or just want to look. At last, | stay silent as he 
says nothing. 

"Tun!" 

After a long pause, the two buddies smack his head. 

"Delete it. If you ask me..." 

We finally get the answer. 

"I'm not kind enough to let that person love someone else." 

DING~ 

The guys get excited, hearing the doorbell. Whenever Pang shows up, the tension 
eases since she always comes with tasty snacks, unique music, and entertaining activities 
that encourage us to work. 

This time is the same. 


| remain at the table in the bus studio, occasionally eavesdropping on my friends 
out there. | didn’t expect Pang to get on the bus to greet me ten minutes later. 

"Busy?" The genuine smile she always gives me makes it hard to think of her 
negatively. 

"Yeah. Sorry | didn’t join you all." 

"It’s okay. | just stopped by. I'll be leaving soon." She steps inside until she reaches 
my table before handing me a bag of something. "| bought you snacks." 

"You don't have to," | say but still accept it. 

"| heard you are going to write off-site," she starts another conversation, sitting on 
Tun’s chair next to my table. 

"Yeah. Are you interested?" 

"| have tons of work. I'll pass this time. Have a fun trip." With that, it’s like we're 
switched off. Its awkward when we don't know what to say. 

Still, when | see her and look at her straight in the face, Tun’s recent words echo in 
my head. About him not being kind enough to let his loved one love someone else. Why 
does it feel like he subtly talked about Pang? 

Now that | think about it, the tingling in my chest spreads. Although it’s their 
business, lm curious. | finally muster up my courage to ask. 

"Pang, can | ask you something?" 

"Hmm?" 

"| had this conversation with Tun. He thought you might be the one he’d been 
looking for. | don’t know if..." She goes quiet upon hearing that. "Do you think the same?" 

| want to be sure before it’s too late to step out. 

"| don’t know. We've talked about this many times." 


"The longer | spend time with him, the more | think he might be the one." 

Knock, knock, knock. 

Before my brain processes everything, the knocks on the window interrupt me. The 
jumble of feelings inside of me hasn't shown on my face, or so it seems. 

Pang meets eyes with the person outside the window. She cracks a soft smile and 
excuses herself. | can’t deny those two are perfect for each other. 

Tun is the one Pang has been looking for, and Pang has found Tun. 

| feel like this again... 

! don’t belong with him. 

"Before we take off, let me distribute these." 


Everyone assembles in front of the house of the famous former graphic director as 
planned. The atmosphere is lively and pretty chaotic. 

“Yummyyyyy." 

| carry a tote bag and hand out juice to everyone as if this is a college volunteer 
camp. | have to distribute them because the orange juice is a present from Jubjang, the 
admin of the Association of Thai People in Different Universe. Moreover, there are currently 
soggy GGN chicken pops, the kindness of Puwadol, the male nurse. 

Besides the present out of love, Jubjang expects me to take photos for her. If one 
day the movie becomes famous, she will have content to upload to show off. 

Of course, | never mention the names to Au and Up. They only know that these are 
from my friends. 

"This plant takes up too much room. It’s useless." Having taken the snacks, Au 
brushes the pink trumpet tree away and rolls his eyes like it really bothers him. 

"Its meaning is beautiful," Tun argues and sulks. He thinks that’s cute? 

"Quit fooling yourself, you punk." 

As it’s my job to take care of it, it will hurt the giver’s feelings if | don’t take it with 
me. | think of how to make it useful, and | have an idea 

"How about this? Since it’s a plant that signifies the friendship of Friend Credits, let’s 
write down our three wishes this year. When each one comes true, we take it out." 

"Yeah~ It’s much more useful now." Up beans before whispering, "I’m being 
sarcastic." 

"Hey, | heard that," | bark. 

"All right, then. Let’s do it." 

"Take the notes. Yellow is Up's. Purple is Au’s. You..." | hand pink notes to the guy 
beside me. Instead of taking it, he stands still as if to get on my nerves. 

"Take it," | lower my voice, stressing each word. 

"Why do you rarely talk to me lately?" 

"Who? I’m still the same." 

No, I’m not. The incident days ago is the reason l'm slowly distancing myself from 
Tun. | thought it was smooth. | didn’t expect him to notice. 

"No. You've changed." 

"I've been stressed about my family." 

"Feeling better now?" 

"Why are you worried? Take this." | shove the notes in his hand to end the 
conversation. | turn to the mother, who smiles with huge lunch boxes for four in her 


hands. 


"Have a safe trip. This is your food. Eat some when you're hungry." She's always so 
cute. 

"Thank you." 

We take off early in the morning to reach the destination before nighttime. Since the 
beach house we booked has a view worth a million despite the low price, it's a good sign 
of this delightful trip. 

Another funny thing is it’s a trio back to Au’s hometown, but he doesn’t plan to go 
home at all. How crazy. 

We have Mr. actor as our driver. If he’s tired, he can take turns with me. As | sit 
aimlessly next to Tun, not wanting to distract him, | take out the egg—colored notes to write 
my wishes to kill time. 

"What are you writing?" The person whom | least want the attention from turns to 


me. 
"Eyes on the road." 
"Let me see." 
"Do you understand ‘personal wishes’?" | cover the text on the note as if it’s a top 
secret. 


"Your wish is to find your portkey, right?" 

"You know-it-all." 

"| can read your mind." No. He knows nothing. 

"None of your business." 

"What about the other note?" 

"| hope our movie is successful." | wrote my wishes on two notes as they were what 
| could think of at the moment. | still don’t know the last thing | wish for. 

"Won't you write the last one?" 

"VIl do it when | know what it is." 

"Up to you. Just write it before the pink trumpet tree grows over ten meters." 

"You piece of..." 

| might still be here when the tree reaches that height, and he will probably have 
returned to the other universe. Fuck it! 

| sometimes wish | could stop time right now, where | leave my worry and bad 
times of other days behind to be with Tun and our friends. 

The warm sunlight, the wind on my face when | open the windows, and the view 
from both sides soothe my heart. Nonetheless, | can’t help glancing at the man next to me 


from time to time. 


The bus studio reaches the destination in the early evening. It feels like we're free 
from all burdens. We don’t work and just have fun playing in the water. The first day ends 
quickly, and the second morning begins. 

"Youre aware of why we're here, right?" The question from Au, the local, puzzles 
us. 

"You suggested we should come here, you moron," Up—pree snaps. 

"Listen, dude. There’s this remarkably beautiful island in my hometown. It’s a secret 
island. Not crowded. Only the locals know it. The best thing about it is it’s peaceful, perfect 
for thinking of ideas." 

"This is the first time we saw you speaking sense." 

"| speak sense every day. It’s just beyond your comprehension." 

"How do we get there?" Tun asks. 

"Taking a boat is the only option. It’s a bit rough, but it’s worth it." 

Before we go, we prepare a mat, food, drinks, books, work equipment, and small 
laptops. We imagine a wonderful trip just to face struggles. 

If this was a movie, it would be the most fucked—up scene. 

"Where’s your remarkably beautiful island?" 

As soon as | step on the white sand, my mind is filled with questions. This place is 
no different from the islands we’ve been to before. No area is suitable for working because 
a bunch of people is strolling around the beach. 

"Over there. See?" Au points to our right, and | find out a small area with white sand 
exists. Shit, I’m sorry for cursing him in my mind for around two lines. 

"Where’s the pier to rent a boat?" 

"Rent a boat, my ass. We'll walk." 

"Will we be okay?" | ask to make sure. 

"The water is ankle-deep. What are you scared of?" 

With that, Au leads us forward without fear. | measure the distance with my eyes. 
The island is around a hundred meters away. Easy—peasy. 

We walk in line slowly until we discover that only a few first meters are ankle—deep. 
It's getting deeper and deeper. | think the water will reach our necks soon, you damn 
idiot. 

We have to raise our stuff overhead while walking. What a pitiful state. There are all 
kinds of obstacles along the way to test us. The rocks blocking our path. The waves 
constantly crashing at us. 

| thought it would be easy—peasy. Now, | feel like | can’t go on anymore. 


My breath quickens. My hands and legs are shaking so hard that | almost drop 
everything in the water. | don’t let that happen, though. | simply halt and quietly watch the 
other three walk farther away from me. 

| cant utter a word. The drowning incident flashes in my mind scene by scene. | 
never knew | would feel this terrified deep inside. | weigh whether to keep going or step 
backward when the guy a short distance away turns around. 

"What’s wrong?" 

"..." He walks over to me without waiting for the answer. He reaches me in the blink 
of an eye. 

"Dont be scared." His soft, low voice and gentle eyes relieve my anxiety 
considerably. 

"|..It's easy for you to say that. What if | slip and get swept away by the water?" 

"Hold on to me." 

"What if you get swept away by the water? Wont | be dragged with you?" | admit 
I’m being paranoid. ld rather turn around and go back. 

"| promise you'll be fine. Give me the mat and your bag. I'll carry them." 

He takes everything and places my shaking wrists on his shoulders. 

"Thanks." 

"Follow me slowly." 

I'm too scared to move my legs at first, but after a few steps, | feel at ease. Tun 
doesnt say anything more, but his action reassures me to leave everything to him. 
Eventually, | can shake off my fear a little while. 

"Welcome to the wondrous place!!!" 

Au shouts and runs around the beach like a kid. 

Good thing our electronic devices are packed in waterproof plastic bags, or else we 
wouldn't have had anything to capture this beauty except our eyes. 

"You guys have an hour to take photos as a memory, then we'll get to work." 

If this was the other universe, the video recordings would be edited and color- 
graded beautifully before getting uploaded on YouTube to show off to my friends. All | can 
do now is photograph something, then | spend the time left looking at nature to take in the 
atmosphere. 

The sea has me fallen in love, but it also frightens me. | have both good and bad 
memories of it. 

"Feeling better now?" 

"Yeah," | reply to the tall guy. He nods in understanding, lies down on the mat, and 
closes his eyes comfortably. 


| sneak a glance at Tun. Seeing him sound asleep, | stare at him and get lost in 
thought. 

A short hour is over. Friend Credits grab our working tools and switch on the 
serious mode. The situation is totally different from before. 

"Where were we?" Tun yawns despite the nap. 

"At the beginning!" 

All of us work hard as though we will never wake up tomorrow. | guess it’s the 
tranquility and the fact that we've left the busy city to work here. They help us find a 
conclusion and fix the parts we’ve been stuck on in a short time. 

Hours later, we pack our things. Up doesn’t want to leave now, so we have time to 
take in nature. 

"They're at each other's throats when working, but their moods completely change 
when playing." | watch the two buddies that are soaking wet. They are playing in the water 
in enjoyment on the other side of the beach. 

| sit on the sand and gaze at the waves crashing at the beach with the man beside 
me. 

"That’s the way they are." 

"Have you adjusted to them?" The actor on the screen has to work with the 
scriptwriting team behind the scenes, and those two’s personalities are also a bit weird. | 
can't help but ask. 

"Of course. We just clicked," Tun says, smiling. "What about you? How are Fuse and 
Kita?" 

"They're crazy. Those two are actually really nice. They don't pick fights all the 
time." 

"What about us?" 

Us? 

This question is fucking hard. It’s not hard to answer, but it’s hard...to tell him. 

"| don’t know." 

"We've known each other for almost a year." 

That's why I’m confused. 

"How do | put it? | like it when we're together. I’m freaking lonely when we're apart. 
But when we're together, we mess with each other." 

The truth is, I’ve fallen in love with him, but he thinks of me as a friend. 

Our relationship sometimes feels close and sometimes far out of reach, so Im not 
sure if | should step closer or back away as l'm trying to do. 

"It’s nice. | fucking love your annoyed face." He puts on a taunting expression. 


Why can’t you just like everything about me? Why can't you like me more than 
friends? 
"Shut up." 


"Your name is Talay+ and you love the sea. Tell me which sea trip is the most 
impressive to you." | answer almost immediately. 
"When | visited the sea in a movie with my friends and fainted. They carried me in a 


panic." 

"That’s funny," Tun laughs. "Were you that tired?" 

"My stomach was empty and it was boiling hot, so | fainted." 

"Good thing you had a large bowl of garlic pork with rice today, and the weather 
isn't stuffy." 


"You remember what | ate?" 

"Come on, you also had the Thai desserts they served and several glasses of 
butterfly pea juice." 

"You remember it well." 

"Because | care." 

| try to stifle my smile and drop my gaze to the sand so Tun won't notice. He says 
nothing, letting time pass by until the sky changes colors. The sun will set soon. 

| stretch my legs on the sand, feeling the waves crashing deeper into the beach. 
But the shocking thing is how the man next to me props his foot on mine. 

His eyes gleam, and he presses his lips together tightly with no explanation. | don’t 
ask, complying. | can’t hear anything except my heart pounding off-beat. 

The vanilla sky. The waves. The white sand. 

Our touch. 

The uncontrollable heart—fluttering feeling. 

With all of that combined, | slowly lean closer to him. | can feel his warm breath in 
this short distance between us, and we can share our first kiss if... 

..he doesn’t pull away. 

I'm speechless after being pushed away. It pulls me back to my senses. 

| want to slap myself. What convinces me that Tun might reciprocate my feelings. | 
go numb, getting rejected. 

"Sorry," | say, faking a laugh. | stand up and walk away. 

| think of my conversation with Kita. Three times...the chances to be unchosen. 

The first time, he didn’t watch a movie with me to hang out with Pang. 


The second time, he hung on me when | was sick because Pang called him. 
And the third time, even with no one else, he still wouldn’t choose me. 

| never believed love would make us lose so many things. 

I'm losing who | am. 

I'm losing control. 

I'm losing my heart to him. 

‘Don't let it begin.’ | should stop myself, but it’s too late. 

..Everything has actually begun. 


1 ‘Talay’ means the sea. 


14 


COSMIC SKY 


05.00 am. 
When | was happy, the day ended in the blink of an eye. Now that I’m sad, a day 
goes on slowly as if to mess with me. | know it’s just a feeling, yet | can never deal with 
it. 
"Good morning, dudes." 


"Morning~" 

| don’t know why | woke up this early to practice speaking in front of the mirror. 
Though it feels weird, | continue greeting with a smile. 

"Hey, guys." This is fucking strange, and my voice sounds really fake. "No good. Too 
obvious." 

Let’s try again... 

"ım hungry. Lets eat." This doesn’t sound right. It’s five in the morning. "Wanna 
watch the sunrise." 

Shit, Au and Up are still asleep. The only one awake is the person taking over the 
living room. 

We were going to sleep in the same room. But after the incident, Tun made an 
excuse about work to sleep on the couch. 

When | recall that embarrassing action, | wish what happened two days ago was 
just a dream. It’s great that Tun never mentions it while | pretend nothing happened to 
avoid an awkward situation. | don’t even dare to greet him with all the greetings I’m coming 
up with. 

"What the hell am | doing?" 

In the end, | walk out of the bathroom with my head down, throw myself on the bed, 


and lock myself in the room until late. 


07.00 am. 

"Tess, you didn’t sleep well last night? You look grumpy." 

Up frowns, his eyes full of curiosity. 

"m okay. What's for breakfast?" 

"Shrimp porridge." 

It's a rhetorical question because the food is right in front of me. | just don’t want 
them to ask why | came out of the room all worn-out. But when | walk around the table 
and pull out a chair, Up interrupts me. 

"Your spot is over there. Next to Tun. This is Au’s bowl." 

"Okay." | glance at the said person and walk timidly to the opposite empty seat. This 
is fucking awkward. We don’t look at each other and just keep eating the porridge. 

"Hey." | almost choke. Tun breaks the long dead silence, so | quickly reply. 

"Oh, hey, hi." 

"What the fuck is wrong with you two? You're acting weird. I’ve noticed since we left 
the secret island." 

Can | say | almost kissed Tun but got rejected? | don't know how to act, so | 
distance myself from him and can’t meet his eyes, as you can see. 

"Nothing. We're the same, right?" | say, shifting my gaze awkwardly, not suspicious at 


all. 

"Just make up if you're fighting. It’s stressful already." 

"We're not fighting." 

But we both eat super fast as if trying to be the first to finish the meal and hide 
away. 


09.00 am. 

"Where are the guys?" | muster up my courage to ask the man spending his time 
with his laptop. The beach house is in complete silence without those buddies with 
contrasting personalities. Tun and | are the only ones in the living room. 

"They thought we're fighting, so they gave us a chance to patch things up." I’m not 
sure if we will reconcile or get even more awkward. 

"They're always imagining things. Why would they think that?" 

"Right." 

"Are you watching a movie?" 

"Yeah, they said it’s an original, so lm checking it out." Although Tun’s eyes are 
fixed on the screen, he doesn’t look focused on it. It makes me curious about his 
answer. 


"How is it an original?" 


"lve never watched it." 


"But we watched it together before." 


"You don’t remember we watched it or don’t really care what the movie is?" 

Another silence. We turn away from each other without uttering a word until Au and 
Up come back. 

11.00 am. 

"Guys, time to work." 

Before we started this trip, we set the goal that our work must progress during a 
week at this gorgeous beach. It’s been four days, yet we're still at the same place. Plus, 
every time we tried to get to work, we always began with opening the beer cans. We 
sipped on it until we got drunk, then we went to sleep, and work didn’t progress. It 
repeated like this until | scolded every single one of them. 

"Why don’t you sit here, Tess?" Au calls, beckoning me over hauntingly. 

"Let me study these colors for a bit. You guys do your job." 

"You seem interested in production. Why didn’t you study in the department of your 
preference? Why did you study BA?" 

"| love challenges. | wanted to try something | wasn’t good at. Color—grading is just 
a hobby," | quickly make up an excuse. Stop asking, please. "Any more questions?" 

"No." 

Not sitting with them, I’m alone by the window to study the colors in various genres 
of movies in this universe. Be it the changing trends each year and the color techniques 
lve never seen before. In over a year, lve discovered another thing | want. Besides 
growing in this career, | want to exchange experiences with intelligent people and learn 
new things every day. 

The other reason I’m not sitting with them is the same as usual. | don’t want to 
make Tun uncomfortable by being near him, so it’s better that | stay away. 

"Here you are. The problem from last time is how to create a surprise in Act |," Up 
starts with determination in his eyes. 

"I've slept on it all night with my foot over my forehead. We'll do this." Au slides his 
laptop to his best buddy. Seeing them work, | pay attention to what's in front of me. 

Even so, | still hear their conversation clearly. 

"It's good but too melodramatic and not suspenseful." 

"If the first one isn’t it, how about this plot twist? It’s dark humor," Au suggests more. 
| can’t help but root for him as | listen. He always works hard and has loads of ideas. 

"No good. Too many plot holes." 


"Have you never heard of how to cover plot holes?" 

"No." 

"What do you think, Tun? That motherfucker Up keeps turning me down." 

"If you cant decide, leave it for now. Why don’t we figure out something else first? 
Like, the scenes we want to add or the presented ideas that don’t work." 

"Sounds good." 

For the past month, Friend Credits didn’t even start writing a full script. They've 
been busy searching for ideas and arranging each scene to the script. Despite how 
challenging this project is, | firmly believe they can do it until... 

The conversation is obviously heating up. Au’s and Up’s expressions and 
mannerisms look concerning in particular. | occasionally gaze up at them in worry, afraid 
they will break into a fight. 

| can’t believe what I’m worried about will happen a moment later. Their voices are 
louder and louder. 

"How about adding this event? It fits the female lead’s career," Au says, and Up 
immediately declines. 

"It will end in one scene, not consequential to the ending. Why would you add it?" 

"| like it." 

"It’s fucking hilarious. Delete it." 

"What about this?" 

"No. You must have been drunk when you wrote it. It’s like you didn’t use your brain 
to think of this idea." 

"You keep saying no. What's your brilliant idea, then? Tell me." 

"| can’t think of one yet, but | know yours don’t work." 

"You think the world fucking revolves around you?" 

The argument halts. But | can tell this is the still water, one of the signs of the 
approaching storm. As expected, they start again a few minutes later. 

"Your idea in the last movie..." Au doesn’t finish the sentence and just grits his teeth. 
It makes Up look up with an upset voice. 

"What?" 

"m saying, you think your idea in the last movie was good? It was so good that it 
flopped!" 

Fuck! 

Losing it, Up springs up and reaches out to grab Au’s collar, but the man in the 
middle separates them. 


"Hey, calm down." Good thing Tun is here to settle the fight. Not feeling like working 
anymore, | get up to help improve the situation. 

"Was it solely my fault? Who agreed with me back then?" 

| hate when my friends fight and when everything seems awful every second. Be it 
my relationship with Tun and the disagreement of the gang. 

"Have | ever rejected your ideas, Up? You're the boss." 

"You couldn't or wouldn't? When the movies flopped, you threw the blame at others. 
You've always been like this." 


"Oh, okay! They flopped because of my ideas. They flopped because | sucked. You 
did nothing wronggggg, Au. Happy now?" 

"Fuck." 

"If this is the end of us, I'll just say this. Why the fuck did you whine so much when 
we got criticized? Have you ever asked if we wanted your negative energy?" 

"Who would laugh when their movies weren't successful like you? Do | have to be 
happy when my work is criticized? Do | have to be happy when no one hires us? Am | 
supposed to lie that I’m happy when I’m sad?" 

"Calm down, both of you." 

"Who the fuck would calm down?" 

Infuriated, Au listens to no one’s words. He throws his beer can on the floor and 
stomps off without looking back. 

"Au! Where are you going?" | shout after him. 

"So annoying. Fuck him. If he can’t accept the truth, leave him be." 

Up cusses and gets up. He walks in another direction. 

| stand still for a while, clueless about what to do, then the wild thoughts in my 
head form into a question... 

Right now, I’m not sure if the issue between Tun and me or the fight between Au 
and Up is worse. 

After taking turns checking the clock on the wall for some time, Tun and | give up. 
We don’t want to rush things, believing time will heal everything. Still, I’m worried. 

"Its evening. Au hasnt come back or picked up his phone." 

We moved to the terrace to get some fresh air and watched the beach stretching 
before us. | left the humiliation of the incident two days ago behind because my friends’ 
fight looked more worrisome. 

"He said he needed some time alone and would come back. How’s Up?" Tun asks 
about the other friend who has been locking himself in the room since earlier. 


"He’s drunk." 

"Don’t worry. They're always like this. I’m used to it." 

But I’m not... 

"| hope they make up soon. This is no fun." 

| don’t want to be shocked and anxious like that again. 

| primarily imagined we would be happy on this trip. Whether the script progressed 
or not, | hoped we would at least come home with unforgettable memories. But now, there’s 
not even a hint of happiness left. 

"Don’t be stressed." 

Seemingly wanting to comfort me, Tun reaches out and massages the area between 
my eyebrows. But that snaps me back from my disorganized thoughts, and my body reacts 
fast. | swat his hand off. Realizing what he has done, he freezes in that position. 

I'm not disgusted with his touch. I’m just scared that | will fall deeper. I’m afraid it 
will end like the recent incident if we’re overtaken by the mood. 

"Sorry. | saw you frowning, So..." 

"It’s all right," | dismiss it. 

"Hungry?" 

"No. | have no appetite." 

"Sorry." 

"What now?" 

"| didnt think things would turn out like this." 

"You mean Au and Up or us?" Tun halts. | smile and resume evenly, "If it’s the latter, 
its not your fault." 

"Talay, let me ask you straightforwardly." 


"Is there anything you want to tell me?" The second our eyes meet, my steady heart 
uncontrollably races. Okay. Even if his expression implies he’s not rushing me to answer, 
the situation forces me to say something. 

And | don’t want to lie anymore. 

"To be honest, since we decided to never mention the incident that day, I’ve been 
feeling fucking uncomfortable. I’d feel better if you just lashed out at me." 

"| don’t..." 

"Wait! I’m not finished," | stop him. | need to speak before | lose my courage. 
"Actually, what happened that day..." 

Every action of mine didn’t happen in the heat of the moment or because of the 


mood. | just wanted to kiss you as ld always wanted to do. 


| was too stupid to hold myself back. | was too stupid to deal with my own feelings. 
And I'm stupid because | can’t think of a better way to confess. 

After dealing with the overflowing thoughts in my head, | take a deep breath and 
muster up my courage to tell him how | feel, though | know | will be rejected. Yeah, to hell 
with it. 

"Tun." 

( Rrrr — — Rrrr — — ) 

"Wait a sec." | hate that the phone is always ringing during important times. "Yes, 
Pang." 

And | hate the caller the most. 

She’s not wrong. She's done nothing wrong. lm a sore loser. 

Tun instantly gets up to talk on the phone, leaving me guessing their relationship in 
my place. The next question is, how long am | going to wonder about it? 

What are they talking about? Are they into each other and planning to return to the 
other universe together? The feelings | once controlled are not let loose. It’s no different 
from the part of the script we passionately discussed. 

Do we sacrifice when we love someone? 

| start to agree with what Up has said about how you dont need to sacrifice 
anything if you are chosen. Well, | lost today, so the word ‘sacrifice’ comforts my heart to 
an extent. Now that | think about it, I’m grateful for the ringtone earlier for stopping me from 
confessing my feelings to him. It’s bound to be over someday. 

"Why dont you get inside?" The man in reality brings me back from my train of 
thought. 

Tun tilts his head and walks over to sit beside me. 

"Done talking?" 

"Yeah. Isnt it tiring sitting here?" 

"How is it tiring?" | receive the answer a second later with the time on the phone 
screen he’s showing. Tun talked to Pang for half an hour, but | didn’t notice how long time 
had passed. 

"Its dark. Let’s get inside." 

"Why did she call you?" Besides not listening to him, | cant fight against my 
curiosity. 

"Nothing." 

| knew it. What kind of answer did you expect, Talay? 

"Why are you laughing?" Tun asks when he sees my reaction. 


"Nothing. | just feel like a damn idiot." We're not close enough to tell each other 
everything. "Let’s say, if we were in our universe, would we be friends?" 

"Possibly." 

"| doubt that. You’re too far away." 

Not by a distance. Given our social circles, | would never stumble across him. And 
it’s better to let everything return to the way they were. He has the future ahead of him, and 
| have my unachieved dream. Since everyone has their own paths, walking together on the 
same one is intolerably exhausting. 

For a moment, | think of the passing of a member of the Association of Thai People 
in Different Universe. I’ve kept it in my mind for a long while. I’ve considered revealing it to 
him multiple times. | had many chances, but today is the day. 

"There’s something important | want you to know." 

"What is it?" 

"| met up with Dol last month and learned that someone in the group had passed 
away." Again, | need to muster up a massive amount of courage to face him. "I think it’s 
time we get serious about returning home." 

"Even though your effort to find your portkey is a waste of time?" 

"Its better than doing nothing." 

"Isn't our current state great?" 

"Its great, but it’s not right. Its easy for you to say that because you've found that 
person. You're simply waiting to go home. There's nothing to worry about." 

"How do you know that?" 

"You said Pang could be the one, and she thought the same." 

"You asked her?" 

"Yeah." 

"Why did you even talk to her?" 

| press my lips together, shocked by what I’ve just heard. I’ve braced myself to 
some extent, but it still fucking hurts. 

"Sorry." Its the only word | can think of right now. 

If | had a superpower, | would teleport somewhere so | wouldn't have to look at his 
threatening face. But that’s just an impossible thought. My hands and feet feel weak. If one 
of us can leave, its supposed to be him. 

But Tun wouldn't leave. 

Silence falls upon us until the sky has turned completely dark. The light outside the 
house is automatically turned on as hundreds of apologies echo in my head. 

"Talay, what would it be if we decided to stay here?" 


"Huh?" 

After a long silence, Tun asks a question without looking at me. He gazes at the 
vastness in front of us. 

"What made you think like that?" | ask in shock, trying to steady my voice. 

"| think we're in a good place. Look, we have families, friends, new dreams," he says, 
fixing his ambitious eyes on me. "Pang calls me often because she’s also doing everything 
to stay here." 

With that, | feel numb from head to toe. 

It feels like I’m in a state where | want to either laugh or cry. Considering what I’ve 
attempted to do for him—to get over the fact that he would leave one day and to accept 
that he loves someone else—it all goes to waste. 

Worthless. 

"You're selfish." 

"How?" 

"Don’t you realize you're stealing Pakorn’s and Tess’s lives?" 

"Pakorn is stealing my life as well," Tun argues, unabashed. "As for you, despite all 
the disputes with your family, you still have money and connections. If you want to be a 
colorist, your family can support you. If you want something, you just ask and there you 
have it. What’s so bad about it?" 


"| don’t want it." 


"Have you ever asked Pakorn if he wants to live your life? This is his home, his 
family." | stand up, shaking. | shout uncontrollably, "| wish to return home because my 
dream is there. My family, my parents, my brother, and my friends, whom | miss so much, 
arent here." 


"| have none of that!" 


"| just want to wake up and know someone is waiting for me. | don’t want to go 
back to being alone." 

"Tun," | call his name, my face burning like I’m about to cry. 

"Call me selfish or whatever." 

"That’s not the point." 

"| don’t care." 

"Does the fact that you have no parents mean you can steal someone else’s?!" 

| immediately realize my words are too harsh, but it’s too late. The moment | said 
that, Tun clenched his fist, ready to lash at me. 


| don’t dodge. On the contrary, | put my chin up, submissively waiting to get hit. 

"Do it." That’s when the tears I’ve been holding trickle down with no control. In the 
end, Tun lowers his fist. 

How did we get here? 

"| tried to help you. | tried to contact the one who could be your portkey. What a 
fucking waste of time." 

"Who asked you to do that? Did | ever ask you to meddle?" 


"| don’t want to leave. Neither does Pang. You're the one sticking your nose in my 
business." 

"You never told me what you wanted. You never told me...what you did with Pang all 
this time." | could only assume things on my own, and | was wrong. He wishes to stay here. 
What can | do? 

"Right, it's none of my business," | admit without a choice. 


"We shouldn't have known each other." 

| say, knowing full well it’s impossible. There's no way we can go back to being 
strangers. 

We shared memories. We went through thick and thin together. We saw eye to eye 
on many things. In a period of time... 

He was my world. 

lts a shame | can never tell him honestly how much | love him. | have to keep to 
myself that this love has happened, though he has no idea. 
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BLOOD-ORANGE RED 


A significant part of a sequence of events in the movie is the montage of memories. 
It could be a place where the relationship between the characters develops. The beginning 
and the ending can be simple. There’s no need to be dramatic as long as the feelings 
linger. | expected the trip to be like that, forgetting reality would never be a hundred 
percent similar to a movie. 

My hope to make good memories was ruined. All | remember are the glum faces of 
the members of Friend Credits. They sat in silence all the way back. The atmosphere was 
the opposite of our trio to the beach. 

Shortly after we reached Bangkok, the private group chat of the scriptwriting team 
sent me numerous notifications. Everyone agreed to take a break to resolve their own 
issues. Though | didn’t tell the two buddies | fought with Tun, they probably knew from our 
evident indifference towards each other. It’s not only us, though. Au and Up are not exactly 
on good terms right now. 

I'd stayed in for days while Kita partied all the time. He either came back or 
crashed at someone else’s places, so | had no one to talk to. As | was awfully bored today, 
| decided to go home for the first time in a month. | thought..listening to Tess’s father 
nagging was better than letting my thoughts run wild. 


"You've been out for days. Finally came home, huh?" It’s ten at night. The mother 
must be asleep, but the father is reading the news on his tablet on the couch in the living 
room. 

"Sorry." 

"You staying over?" he asks, dropping his gaze to the bag of necessities in my 
hand. 

"Yeah. Can 1?" 


He sighs and blinks one time to indicate permission. "Have you eaten?" 


"Yes." 

If it were before, | would’ve dashed off to avoid interacting with him. However, | 
cautiously walk to the couch and settle next to the older man. 

"Thanin said you went on a trip with the scriptwriting team. How was it?" Since | 
studied hard and was tutored in a subject that | wasn’t good at until | successfully 
graduated, my relationship with the father gradually improved. 

"We went to the sea and ended up fighting. We can barely look at each other 
now." 

"You'll make up eventually," he says with ease. 

"| don’t even know if we can be friends again." We decided to walk our separate 
ways. Nothing will be the same. 

"Before you fought, wasn’t the year you spent together a good time?" 

"Itd been good until recently..." | pause, weighing if | should tell the father. At last, | 
organize my words to reveal everything to him. "It seems he’s not the person | thought he 
was." 

Even if | knew | can’t expect everyone to be as | want, deep inside, | was so self- 
absorbed that | ended up feeling disappointed in him. 

"If he does something wrong, tell him." The father turns his gaze from his tablet to 
meet my eyes. "If he’s not wrong but simply chooses something you're not into, you have to 
accept his decision." 

"You're right. I’m doing what you used to do right now." 


"m doing what I’ve always hated: Expecting someone to be what he doesn’t want 
to be." 

It's like I’m venting the pent-up frustration in one go. I’ve braced myself to be 
smacked in the back, but it doesn’t happen. The father only cracks a dry laugh. 

"| regret not taking care of you better. | regret not complimenting, caring, and 
spending more time with you," the father says gently, looking away. He resumes in a hoarse 
voice, "Looking back, | noticed loads of my flaws." 

| cant believe I’m hearing this. He doesn’t sound like the father | used to know. Is 
this another side of him I’ve just gotten a chance to see? 

"Tess, do you know why | forced you to study hard?" 

"My friends graduated, so you were embarrassed." Upon hearing my answer, he 
shakes his head and breaks into a gentle smile for the first time. 

"You didn’t have any goals or want to do anything. All you knew was how much you 
would drink, whom you would fight, and how you would spend more money than 


yesterday." 


"Studying was the only thing an incapable man like me could think of. If one day 
you have no money, parents, or brother, at least you can stand on your own feet." 

What a freaking surprise. 

Given our first meeting, | immediately judged that he was the kind of father who 
expected his son to be as he wished without caring about anyone’s feelings. He would 
drag his son to study no matter what it took. | indeed gained knowledge despite hating 
learning what | wasn’t good at. But what about Tess, who was interested in nothing but 
parties? Did he learn anything after getting forced to study each day? 

Whatever. These thoughts are meaningless because | studied for him. | should be 
afraid of how Tess improved or ruined my life in the other universe. 

"Since you got close to the scriptwriting team, you’ve changed a lot." 

"In a good or bad way?" 

"In a good way. You made me proud." 

"Can | ask you something?" 

"Go ahead." 

"Are you proud of me because | tried to be a better person or that | obeyed 
you?" 

"Neither of those." 


"I’m proud because you've found your passion." 

| think Tess is lucky. 

Not because he was born with a silver spoon in his mouth. It’s because, at the end 
of the day, he’s never been programmed to think or do as others say. 

If he learns after misbehaving and grows to be a better person by the time he 
returns to his own place, | hope Tess will make his father proud for having found his own 
passion as well. 

It’s just a normal day that has ended normally. 

A week after being apart from Tun, I’ve never gotten texts or calls from him. He's 
disappeared as if he never existed. | don’t know how to resolve the conflict, so | soend my 
time aimlessly like the other days. 

Up contacted me earlier, saying he had made up with Au. Only Tun and | are still 
not patching things up. We'll start working again in a few days. | guess Up was worried it 
wouldn't do well. 


"Arent you going anywhere today?" As | roll in my bed, | meet eyes with my dear 
friend, Kita, who opens the door, all dressed up, reeking of perfume mixing with alcohol. | 
wonder why he’s back so early. 

"Can't be bothered," | ask, stretching. 

"Its pointless slacking off in your apartment." 

After staying home for three days, Tess’s father started nagging again. And so, | 
fled and returned to fight with Kita at my place instead. Look at him poking my butt with 
his foot right now. 

"Hey, | have a question." Kita frowns. 

"Can | not answer? | don’t want to listen." 

"What kind of friend are you?" 

"Just kidding. Ask away," Kita says, flopping on the bed and patting the blanket. 
How do | say it? His attentiveness toward his friend is one thing, but his smell is 
another. 

"Sit on the floor if you haven't showered. My bed will stink." 

| say that even though | know the result. As expected, Kita doesn’t move an inch, 
staying in the same spot with an overly curious face. With that, | tell him my worry. 

"If you woke up one day and found out you switched bodies with someone else..." 
Kita scratches his head and cuts in. 

"What a fantasy." 

"Listen first." | sit uo and cross my legs before shaking Kita’s body. 

"Aight, aight." 

It's fucking exhausting being his friend. 

"He’s not as rich as you, but he has a warm family, good friends, and enough 
money to support him to achieve his dream. Would you stay in his body?" 

"Shallowly thinking, yes." 

Kita’s life is great. He doesn't have to worry about his next meal or finding a job. | 
never thought that would be his answer. 

"Why?" 

"Being away from a shitty family is the greatest gift of all." 

"You fall out with your family often, but is it so terrible that you wish to be away?" 

"Not really. | do have a bond with my family, but it’s better for us to be apart.” I’ve 
almost forgotten Kita’s problem has lasted for ages. Even if he’s graduated, he’s still not on 
good terms with his family. 

"Wouldn't you feel guilty for stealing someone else’s life?" 

"You mean this body-—switching thing?" 


"Yeah." 

"| didnt steal it. | didn’t ask to be switched." 

"If you had a chance to return to your original body, would you do it?" 

"No," Kita replies firmly. 

"| would. | wouldn't like the idea of someone else suffering for me." 

"Well, you're not me." It’s a short answer, yet it emphasizes what Tess’s father said. 
I's his choice. He made the decision. "You seem preoccupied lately, Tess. Get some 
rest." 

"Yeah, my mood is fucking pickled—cucumber green." My shoulders droop. | slide 
down and curl up on the mattress again. 


"The color with this fucking hideous name again. I’ve always wanted to ask. What 
the fuck does it mean?" 

"It means none of your business." 

"Fuck you." | let him grumble, knowing he will stop soon. "You haven't met up with 
the scriptwriting team for a while now. Are you guys fighting?" 

My guess is wrong this time. Who would have thought Kita would ask the right 
question? | was purposefully avoiding it. 

"A little. | clashed with one of them." 

"That explains your gloomy face." Did he notice? "Won't you make up with him?" 

| shake my head. | once thought we would never be the same no matter what. If we 
have to see each other, we will only talk about work. 

"You want him to make up with you?" | give no reply this time. Kita continues asking, 
"How was he when you were together?" 

"A pain in the ass." 

"You or him?" 

"He was worse." 

"What made you want to work with them in the first place?" 

"| was free." 

"Had you had free time, you would've partied with me." He's right. It’s like I’m slowly 
being cornered. I’m running out of excuses. "You don’t know how to write scripts. Why the 
hell would you be there?" 

"To watch movies." 

"With?" 

"Him." | don't need to clarify ‘him.’ "Actually, | enjoyed having meals with him. Even if 
the food tasted like shit, it was good." 

"Ah." 


"| also enjoyed watching him eat." | try to recall the good times we shared. "It was 
fun just watching him work, especially when we were searching locations. He sucked at 
riding the motorbike, yet | trusted him." 

"Were there moments where your lips curled up into a smile?" 

"A smile, my ass. Are you a fucking interviewer?" 

"Well, its like in a drama. The protagonist feels content to be with his crush. You 
must have smiled~" 

"Bullshit." 

"Tess, from what you blabbered, it’s obvious how happy you were with ‘him.’ Not that 
you're not talking to him, seriously...don’t you think you're wasting time?" 

The conversation ends with a question. Not expecting an answer, Kita marches to 
the bathroom. He takes care of his business like usual and jumps on the bed. The snore 
replacing the silence is a sign he’s asleep. Unlike him, | am awake because of all these 
chaotic thoughts in my head. 

The time on the digital clock in the dark slowly changes from eleven to midnight. 
Midnight to one in the morning... Before | know it, it’s already two in the morning. 

If we were together, we would watch several movies and chat away about colors. | 
wouldn't be lonely eating food that tastes terrible despite how delicious it is. See? The pain 
is already unbearable. 

What about Tun? If he’s been feeling bad and sad just the same, shouldn't | stay by 
his side? 

With that, | finally know the answer... 

It’s tormenting being without him. 

| will apologize to him. He doesn’t have to return to our universe. He has the right to 
choose and decide on everything because | also have my own path. Sacrificing my love by 
letting him go back with someone else or letting him stay here happily doesn’t make much 
difference. 

One condition. Before the day we part, let me be with him as long as | can. 

DING! 

As | toss and turn with overwhelming thoughts in my head, the notification from my 
phone draws my attention. Curious, | tap the message and find out it’s a text from the man 
in my mind. 

‘Sorry.’ 

That's all. No further explanation. 

We let a week pass by. Now, he texted me first and | realized what | truly 
wanted. 


Not wasting time, | get up and roughly change my clothes. | don’t even explain it to 
Kita, who wakes up and watches me in drowsiness. My destination is Tun’s place. 

Not tomorrow. Not any other days. Now! 

But... 

"Tun isnt here, dear." 

Fate always plays jokes on me. | woke Tun’s mother to open the gate for me in the 
middle of the night just to find out... he wasn’t home as | thought. 

She says Tun has stayed over at Pong’s bar for almost a week. | think it started 
right after the trip. | check the time again. The bar is closing soon, so | rapidly drive there. 
When | push the door open, | get attacked before seeing the person l'm here for. 

"Tess, I’m happy you're here." Why does Pong look so miserable? 

"Hi." 

| greet Pong. He nods and diverts his gaze to the stage, where a familiar tall figure 
is playing guitar and singing his heart out. That's when | understand why the bar owner is 
on the verge of tears. He must feel sorry for the only pair of customers. 

"He’s been singing for hours. Stop him." 

"Okay. His mom said he stayed here for days." 

"Yeah. | mean, | love him." Pong wipes his fake tears and passes a piece of paper 
to me. "This is the bill. I’m a man with responsibilities." 

"lll cover it for him." Is he my friend or my wife? | take care of him in all aspects. 
The bill also shows the skincare expenses. What the heck?! He ran to someone else’s place 
and still cared about his image. 

"Thank you so much. | can pay for the light now." 

"They sent the electricity bill in the middle of the month?" 

"No. | mean the new LED lights." Erm, your bar will become a temple festival soon. 
Where has the signature light when | first visited here gone? Is the atmosphere changed 
according to the customers’ preferences? 

Whatever it is, | don’t ask. | focus on the owner of the depressing voice on the 
stage. The first thing | need to do is to get up there and drag him down to talk things out 
with me. 

"Tun." 

He glances at me for a second and ignores me. He keeps singing passionately. Not 
wanting to waste any more time, | step up on the stage, seize his arm, and pull him down 
to sit at one of the many empty tables in the bar. 

"You dont look well at all," | say, forgetting how | lay on my bed helplessly for a 


week. 


"Why are you here?" 

"|..read your text." 

As | organize my words, Pong entertains us on the singer’s behalf by turning on the 
music to build up the mood. The song is freaking romantic. Doesn’t he think we might 
come to blows? 

"So?" Tun stares at me with those pleading eyes that make me waver. 

"Come to think of it, that day... was too harsh. | was self-centered and bossy. I’m 
sorry." | admit everything because | want him in my life despite our disagreement. 

"You're not the one at fault. | was wrong. I’m sorry for yelling at you." 

"No, no. | should be the one apologizing." 

"It should be me." 

"How long are you going to argue with me?" 

"Until you feel better." Wow, what’s with his choice of words? And that’s pretty much 
it. That one sentence makes me smile with no holding back. 

"m okay now. Stop saying that. | got goosebumps." 

The man before me laughs so hard that his eyes are nearly shut. After getting 
through tons of terrible things for a week, our reunion tonight is the best. 

"Talay, do you know why | dont want to tell you my real name?" As we enjoy our 
hearty conversation, he suddenly brings up the important issue. "| was just messing with 
you at first, but then my feelings changed to the point | didn’t want to be myself and live 
my original life again." 


"Besides, Pakorn has a warm family, great friends, and a lot of things | never had. It 
all made me want to stay, to be someone else in exchange for everything." 

"Was that why you avoided seeing Pang at first?" 

"Yeah. If she really is my portkey, I’m afraid fate will send me back home one 
day." 

"But at least you can be with her." My voice goes soft. It hurts as hell congratulating 
them on their love. 

"What?" Tun asks in a whisper. 

"You and Pang are into each other. Whether it’s here or anywhere, you have her." It’s 
better than being lonely like me. | don’t know if I'll live or die tomorrow. | don’t even know if 
| have a chance of finding my portkey. 

"Wait, are you misunderstanding something?" My thoughts disperse at Tun’s 
protest. 

"How?" 


"m not into Pang." 

"Then Pang is into you." 

"No! She’s not into me." 

What the heckkkkk? 

"W...What about in the future?" My lost hope sparkles again. | don’t know why, but | 
feel this excitement and joy in it. 

"No way," he replies firmly. His face is so serious that | half believe him. 

"But you went out with her often." 

"Because | was scared. | didn’t want to go back, so we were looking for someone 
else to help us. | actually planned to never go to the place if | dreamed." 

Fuckkkkkk. This is totally different from what | imagined. | thought they loved 
spending time together to find a way home. But no. They were fighting against fate. Why 
did | get all emotional acting like my love was stolen like a guy with one-sided love? 

"Since we fought, I’ve been pondering loads of things and realized my attitude was 
messed-up. Even if | have to return to my hectic life. It’s my life nonetheless." 


"Are you saying you've changed your mind to return to our universe?" 


"Yeah. This is not my life." Tun looks at himself and gazes around. 

The body, clothes, people, and place belong to Pakorn. His words sound sad, the 
opposite of how | feel. Discovering Tun and Pang aren't together, all the bitterness in my 
heart evaporates. 

"But you can change your own life," | comfort him. 

Even if you cant bring back your family. 

"Right. | just need to ask myself what | want. It wasn’t easy to become an actor, yet 
| didn't feel happy as | thought when | finally was one." 


"Cheewin said he had new goals after accomplishing each dream. | have none." 

"| told you to never mind it if you don’t know. Trust me. When you return home, your 
life wont be the same." 

"Why?" 

He asks as if | can foresee the future. | can’t. Everything is speculation. Still, there’s 
one thing clear and true. 

"One, Pakorn might have messed up your life. Two, you might become a top 
superstar with new experiences awaiting. But one thing is for sure..." 


"You once had me." 


"No. I have you." 

His perfectly shaped lips curl into a smile, making his face even more attractive. 
Though | don’t know how he looks in the other universe, | can tell he’s a man with 
overflowing charms. That’s another reason | fell in love with him despite never seeing his 
real face or knowing his real name. 

"Tun, since were having a heart-to—heart conversation, there's something you 
should know that I’ve never told you." Whether we step forward, stay where we are, or step 
backward, | don’t wish to conceal my true self. | pause and wait until he leans closer 
before saying, "I’m gay." 

"So?" he says with a poker face. 

"| like men." 

"Yeah." 

"| thought you'd say something more." 

"I’m bisexual. | had a boyfriend." 

Holy shit! I've learned many things | never knew in one night. If Tun dated a man 
before, it means there’s hope. Damnnnnn, my assumptions are always wrong. Realizing my 
thoughts begin to run wild, | shake them off and focus on the conversation again. 

"What’s your ex like? Is he nice? | want to know him." 

"You wanna hit on him? In your dreams." | don’t want to hit on your ex. | want to hit 
on you. I’m asking to see if | can compete with him. 

"Look at me. Ever since we knew each other, have | ever said | had a thing for 
someone?" Tun smiles and says nothing, looking at me with testing eyes. A few moments 
later, he stretches. "Ha~ We should've talked it out earlier. I've been depressed for days. 
How awful." 

"You know it’s impossible to be happy all the time. If we don’t fight now, we will 
someday. | just hope you're comfortable being with me afterward." 

"Damn, how can Talay speak so well?" 

"Silly." He’s a real pain in the ass, as | told Kita. "So, what’s your name?" 

"Not telling." 

"What? Why wouldn't you?" 

| thought we were on the same page. 

"| want to keep messing with you. Like, really messing with you." 

"Asshole," | sigh, surrendering to his cheekiness. "How can | ever find you, then?" 

"lll tell you later." 

"So annoying. I’m sick of this." 


| hear a laugh followed by the new lights Pong would like to present. There are 
various shades this time. The dazzling sight reminds me of the fireworks by the river during 
a festival. 

"Talay." 

"What?" | turn my eyes, observing the atmosphere of the bar, to the man before me 
again. 

"It looks like I’m surrounded by a bunch of people, but | actually have no one." 


"I've always wanted to wake up and see that someone is waiting for me. Can you be 
that person?" 

Since | realized my feelings for him, I’ve always dreamed of being by his side 
regardless of the status. If one day he has no one left, he can turn around. 

"Sure." 

lll always be there. 

"Wowwwww, how romantic. Check out the lights. They fit the love of my 
customers." 

Pong suddenly points it out amid the music and lights. | don’t know whom he’s 
teasing. The only pair of customers from before, | guess. 

"Look, they're blushing." 

Yeah. It must be right. 

What the hell is wrong with me, though? Why is my face burning? I’m not 
blushing. 

Right, it’s hot. So hot. 

"This is stressing me out!" 

| hear Up roaring from afar even before | step through the gate. Once I’ve reached 
the studio, | see the two buddies, who have recently reconciled, pitifully lying down on the 
lawn. The son of the house owner is playing guitar off-key nearby. No matter how | look at 
it, this team will never make it to the movie day. 

"| bought butter cake and coffee." | brought lots of snacks in a good mood. Instead 
of thanking me, they respond with weary faces. 

"Right fucking timing." 

"What's wrong? Tell me. I’m curious." In other words, let me stick my nose in your 
business. Minding others’ businesses is the most effortless entertainment of mine. 

"Dream wants to join our project. The problem is the chance we will successfully 


pitch it is low," Tun says resignedly. Ah...this is not someone else’s business anymore. It’s 


also mine. | sit on the grass with them. 

"The script isnt completed. Why do you think no one will buy it?" I’m sorry for asking 
this, but I’m genuinely curious. 

"Think of our damn reputation. We don’t even have a director. What strong point do 
we have to pitch it?” Au swears, losing it. 

"Let the production house find us a director. It’s not our problem." A part of me 
believes otherwise, though. If we possess no strong point, who will fund our movie? Will the 
script and the reputation of the scriptwriting team be enough? | don’t want to think about it. 
"Cheewin can direct the movie for us. He'll be our selling point." 

We have a diamond with us. We have to make use of it. 

"He flew to Berlin for work." 

Ah...has it ever happened to you? When you have high expectations of something, 
someone will crush them right in front of you. How unfortunate of Friend Credits. Our only 
hope is gone. 

"What about..." | try to figure it out, then my eyes catch Pakorn’s father singing while 
washing his old car merrily. "What about your dad? He’s a legendary director. His name is 
the ultimate selling point." 

"He can help review the script, but | doubt he can work again after retiring. It’s not 
good for his health," Tun says, tearing up. He seems attached to this family so much that 
he knows their feelings and desires. If we ask the father right now, we will undoubtedly be 
rejected. 

"lll ask my brother. You want to pitch the project at my dad’s company, right?" We 
can't forget Thanin, the significant person who decides on funding for each project. 

"Your connections don’t guarantee a second chance, Tess." 

"Just wait and see, Au. You'll Know who has the power." 

With that, | take all three of them to the office in the city. 

The relationship between the father, the brother, and | isn’t the best. We usually get 
along for three days and fight for the other four. But when it comes to work, | suppose they 
put their personal feelings aside. I’m a hundred percent sure they will approve. Our script is 
the greatest. 

A while after our conversation, the brother says..the concept is interesting, but we 
can talk again after the script is completed. He can’t promise it will be presented to the 
board soon. 

Seriously? How will we get by until then? 

We go back together with our heads down. 


"Who has the power, huh? You guarantee we will make a movie but don’t know in 
what life." Au plops on the couch in exhaustion. The others follow and sit down nearby. 

"Ugh, who would have thought it would turn out this way?" | underestimated 
Thanin. 

"What do we do now?" 

Up asks, wiggling his feet. | turn to my crush to ask for his opinion, but he’s 
enjoying rolling the socks on his feet. My hope fades. How am | into this silly man? 

Another question is, what kind of actor is he in the other universe? A protagonist of 
a sitcom? 

"We need plan B. At least we'll have an option if no one buys our script" Dreams 
continue no matter what. 

We're luckier than others due to our connections and experiences in making 
unsuccessful movies. Actually, we can use it as our selling point to promote it for a 
comedic impact. Will people watch it? That’s a different story. 

"What is it?" 

"Get funding ourselves. Find sponsorship." 

Since Tess’s family started controlling his spending, it’s been difficult to use his 
money. Thanin wouldn't lend it. The mother, who used to spoil me, has taken the father’s 
side. Now that we’re in a rough situation, | don’t have enough to fund our movie. 

| open my notebook and write down the sponsors | can think of. 

"We have Pong. He'll sponsor us with an unlimited amount of drinks." 

"At least we'll get free booze." Up-—pree’s eyes spark. He's always in the mood for 
booze. Meanwhile, my baby boo stops rolling his socks and gets serious by expressing his 
opinion. 

"Dream has a way with words when shamelessly asking to film in locations for free. 
I've seen him do that often. We probably won't have to worry about locations at all." 

"Is that a talent?" It makes me want to cry. 

"m thinking of going home to sell a couple of boats," Au says with determination, 
his back straight. My mind is full of the words ‘ungrateful brat.’ Are we at the point where 
he has to sell out his family’s boats? 

"All right. Count me in. I'll use my savings to expand the retail shop on the 
production first." Up goes all out just like Au. 

"Tun..." 

We're turning to the responsible people one by one. Our eyes now stop at the said 
person. 


"lll give up on my resolution and ask for my parents’ money. If they turn me down..." 
My eyes follow his gaze to the garage with fear. "I'll finance my dad's car." 

Whoa, | just labeled Au as an ungrateful child. Tun is a hundred times worse. 

"Good job, dude. Your dad's car is like our car. I’m rooting for you." 

"Yeah!" 

What led them to each other? They get along too well. 

"What about you, Tess?" It’s my turn to express my sincerity dramatically, huh? 

"If we really decide to fund our own movie, I'll be the colorist for you." Instead of 
responding with sparkling eyes, they sit still and stare at me as if to say that’s not enough. 
"|... have tons of clothes. l'Il make a lot of money selling them." 

What a mistake! | feel like spitting on my own face to punish myself for letting those 
words slip out. 

"Deal. If we can’t pitch our script, we'll sell our possessions." Not opposing the idea, 
they nod and shake each other’s hands as a promise. 

After the messy deal, the two buddies leave to write the script at their own places. 
I'm the only one left to have dinner at Tun’s house as usual. 

"Do you think we'll make it?” As we wait for dinner, Tun leans over and whispers to 
me. | guess he means the project of Friend Credits. 

"| don’t know. If we're lucky, we'll be sponsored and won't have to commit those 
crimes." 

"Where are Au and Up?" | jump and quickly answer the mother, who is busy pulling 
the chair. 

"They've left." 

"Eat a lot, Tess. If its not enough, I'll get you more rice." 

"How kind of you. Please take care of me again today." 

"Sure thing." 

When the mother settles on her seat, the father follows and sits next to her. The 
dinner begins simply. As we relish the meal, the father initiates a serious topic. 

"How’s the script?" 

"It doesn’t progress much. We fought when we went on a trip and made up a few 
days ago." He’s too straightforward. We didn’t fight. We just misunderstood each other. 

"You can ask for my advice if need be. If my thoughts are too old-fashioned, call 
Cheewin." 

"Okay." 

"Oh, dear, our house has been messy lately with all the old stuff," the father talks to 
the mother with his usual even voice after the first topic. "Why don’t we sell out something 


we don't use anymore?" 

"You think so?" 

"Yeah. Like that old geezer. | hardly drive it. Let’s sell it." 

My heart drops at the words ‘that old geezer. Doesn't he love and cherish the car 
so much? Every day | come here, | always see the former graphic director wiping his car 
meticulously with joy. | don’t understand why... 

"But that’s your precious car," Tun protests. 

"| hardly drive it. Its useless parking there." The father stares at his son, his eyes not 
wavering in the slightest. "How about | sell it to you? Just fifty thousand. You can do 
whatever you want with it." 

"Dad." 

"You can pay for two thousand a month." 

"Eat up." The father doesn’t care to repeat his words, so he changes the topic to the 
meal before us. 

The conversation today makes me understand how warm Pakorn’s family is. They're 
so warm that I’m not surprised why...Tun longed for this love and didn’t want to leave. 

We won't sell the car, steal the boats, or use the savings for the family business. 
There must be a way. 

All right! It’s time to earn some cash, Talay. The balance in my bank account will be 
a pretty number because I'll be rich tonight without waiting to win the lottery. Tess’s walk-in 
closet is a treasure of high value. His clothes, shoes, watches, glasses, and accessories 
can make a hefty amount of money. 

It takes me forever to select the garments and accessories because | can’t make up 
my mind. Some are crazily expensive. If | set the prices too high, the chance on getting 
customers will be low. | remember Tess has lots of high-class friends. It should be okay to 
borrow their accounts to do a live selling a couple times. 

| apologize for selling your stuff, Tess. When | have money, | promise I'll return it all. 
I'll do whatever it takes. Just give me and my friends a chance to fight on. 

I've felt guilty for five minutes now. It’s time to carry on this vicious mission. The first 
lot contains fifteen items. Let’s see if | can sell them out. If it goes well, | will sell them 
all. 

But first, lets take photos. If our movie is successful, I'll buy them all back for Tess. 
Once ready, it’s time to set the camera. 

Hoo~ 

| take a deep breath and count down in my mind. 


Three, two, one, start! 

"Hi, everyone. It’s me, Thattawa." | play the upbeat music in the background to hype 
it up and dance away. Even the rooftop of the condo must shake. "Today is a special 
day." 

| act like a radio DJ, playing music and occasionally chatting. 

"I've been into the save—-the—earth trend. Lets wear your clothes effectively. If you're 
bored with your wardrobe, how about second—handed clothes? lm ready to pass them on 
to you with reasonable prices." | must not stop here. I'll shake my hips until they hurt. "Let's 
start with this. A Chachol of some collection. If you like it, please type ‘CF.’ " 

Wow, the comments are flooding. This shirt sure attracts customers. 

"You want to know the price, right? This one...is..." | pause for five seconds and shout 
the friendly price in excitement. "A thousand and five hundred." 

Damn. The comment keeps flooding as if this shirt has an irresistible charm. | smile 
at the camera and read the messages. Most of them ask, ‘Is it counterfeit?’ 

"Its not counterfeit. | guarantee you with my name. FII sell it at a thousand and five 
hundred." 

See? This is sold in a brief moment. 

"Wowwwww, the first one who sent CF is..." 

TUN 

| squint my eyes at the comment and spell the customer’s name in my mind. 

"Mr. Tan." | stop dancing and raise the item to confirm it to the customer. "Please 
screenshot this, Mr. Tan. Go on. DM me after the live is over." 

| feel encouraged. If it’s this fast, we'll have money to make our movie. I’m going to 
scream. 

The first one is out. On to the next. 

"Next. Pada glasses, the limited edition. Wow, it suits the weather right now. High 
fashion." The comments are full of ‘I’m excited.’ "You're excited to know the price, right? 
These high-quality glasses are nine hundred ninety-nine." 

DING! DING! DING! 

I'm not sure if they're too cheap, but the comments come up too fast that | can’t 
read them. 

"SO many comments. Let me check who's the fastest one. Oh! Mr. Tan again." 


"Please screenshot this, Mr. Tan." 
This man is such a fan. 


"Next are these pants. If Mr. Tan is the first again, lIl give you, ah..." | sweep my 
eyes over the counter and find it. "A Herms bracelet for free." How generous~ It’s probably 
more expensive than ten pants. 

It seems this man wants the free gift so much. He sends ’CF’ right after I’ve said 


"Mr. Tan broke his own record. Don’t forget to DM me later." 

Thirty minutes later, the clothes and accessories are sold out. This is the sign that 
I'm a great online seller. I’m going to cry. If | am fired when | go back to my universe, I'll 
have a way to get by. 

"Our items today are all sold out." | was cheerful and all. I’m acting sad now. "Those 
who missed them, don’t be sad. Let’s try again later. That is all for todayyyyy." 

| end the live on my phone happily. Whistling, | walk to the couch and sit down 
while wiggling my feet. | made around ten thousand from those items. | just have to wait for 
the customer to transfer the money. 

( Rerr — — Rrrr — — ) 

While waiting for the updates from the sale, a familiar name shows on my phone 
screen. What right timing. I’m dying to tell him what happened. | quickly pick up the call. 

"Tun, | have good news." 

[Uh-huh.] 

"| did a live selling today. It went sooooo well. There was this customer who bought 
everything." 

[Yeah, congratulations. That person was me.] It’s like I’m getting thunderstruck in the 
middle of a field. Wait! Wasn't the name pronounced as Tan? Nooooo. 

"You watched the live?" 

[Yeah. ] 

"Why did you sabotage my business?" 

[You set the prices too low. | almost choked when | heard them. Had | not bought 
them, you wouldn't have made any profit.] 

"| was afraid no one would buy them if they were expensive. I'll try again 
tomorrow." 

[Enough. Let’s find another way.] Tun says wearily. 

"What am | supposed to do? | don’t want you to sell your dad’s car. | don’t want Au 
to steal his family’s boats. | don’t want Up to use his savings for his shop on the movie." 
But | tried to sell Tess’s possessions. | hate myself. 

[We'll find a way. Some production house might be interested in our script.] 


"| hope." The talk about work is over. Let's move back to what | sold. "Will you take 
the clothes and everything? I'll bring them to you." 

[Nah. | don’t have money.] 

Tun shamelessly hangs up on me. You son of a bitch. 

Who would take responsibility for my time and energy to shake my hips. What a 
damn waste. | was wiggling my feet with joy. I’m dispirited now. 

"Did some spirit possess you to do a live selling?" The sound of the keycard marks 
the arrival of Kita. | fake crying to gain his sympathy. 

"m short of money. If you watched the live, why didn’t you buy my stuff?" 

"If you're broke, I'll lend you some money. Pay me back when you're ready." He acts 
all generous. I’m scared he'll keep asking me to pay him back if | borrow three thousand 
baht as my friend did in the other universe. 

"| don’t want to bother you." 

"Seriously, why do you need money?" 

"To make a movie, in case no one funds it." 

"Your dad is a funder." 

"My dad doesn’t approve of it." 

"Huh?! Is he serious?" | hate the way his eyes widen pretentiously. 

"Its a dream and a way to get by of Tun and the gang." 

"Your love for Tun is immense." 

"Go the fuck away." 

"| can fund your movie." Did | mishear it? 

"If you're toying with me, cut it out. I’m serious." 

"| don't joke about this. One condition." | don’t want to risk it now, but I'll wait for him 
to finish. "Fuse and | must play the lead roles." 


"You two suck at acting. l'Il pass." | watched the old videos of these two auditioning 
for commercials. | teared up. Don’t make me describe it. 

"Fuck you. I’m taking an acting class. lIl be famous." 

"How much is your budget?" 

"How much do you need?" Kita asks, lifting his eyebrow. 

"Fifteen million, in total with the promotional budget." 

"Let me call Fuse for a sec." He takes out his phone and calls the best friend from 
hell without thinking much. He mumbles, ‘Um,’ and, ‘Ah.’ | don’t understand a single thing. A 
moment later, | get the answer. "Tess, the amount you need..." 


"You got it." 


| don’t remember how tight | hugged Kita, how long | called Fuse to thank him, or 
when | video—called Tun and the gang of Friend Credits to deliver the good news. All | 
remember is | nearly choked on my happiness at that moment. 

Whether the movie of our dream will succeed or not, it will never..ruin the feelings in 
every moment we've been through. 

| believe so. 

"Tidy up your table. Your stuff is on mine." 

| wished for a cozy atmosphere when | stepped into the studio, but these crumbled 
pieces of paper put me down. Tun’s table and mine are adjoined. What a burden. 

"What do | get for doing that?" Tun asks. 

"My fist." 

"How fierce." 

"What are you doing?" 

"A big job. They left it to me." | was fucking annoyed with him. But now that | see 
his sad face, my sympathy skyrockets. 

"You need help?" Au and Up went out to do some research. Those remaining at the 
studio have to take care of the unfinished job. 

"Yes." 

| pull my chair to sit with him at his table and grab a huge stack of idea notes to 
read. Since were writing a social satire romance, developing the details from the clichéd 
scenes is necessary. The said big job is to select the clichéd ideas to apply to our 
movie. 

"Do you think this one is good?" Tun slides his finger on the note. | don’t know if it’s 
intentional, but our fingers eventually touch. | quickly pull my hand back so he won't notice 
my shaking heart. 

"It happens in every romance movie," | point out. "The protagonists bump into each 
other and the water from the glass splashes on them. Though they hate each other at first, 
they fall in love in the end. | think it’s not bad." 

"Did you hate me?" Tun looks at me and asks with a cheeky face. 

"No." 

"Ugh~ We didn’t share the legendary clichéd moment." 

"Why would you need that moment?" 

"Talay, lets say we're dating..." 

"No. I’m not doing this," | bark, shaking my head. My heart is weak. Don’t toy with 


"Its for work. Think of the script," Tun scolds, but then his expression eases into a 
subtle smile. "Is our first meeting one of the clichéd romantic scenes?" 

"We met at Pong’s bar. You walked in with your handsome face while | sat there 
stupidly. How is that romantic?" 

"Its romantic. When | entered the bar, you were the first person | saw. | was 
thinking...damn, your fashion is fucking plain." 

There goes my expectation. I’m so disheartened. 

"Who would be fashionable like you?" | crack my knuckles. If he says something 
wrong, he’s dead meat. 

Tun is the master of changing stressful conversations into cheeky ones. Right now, 
our method becomes more practical by imagining what we would do if we were dating. It 
must be something clichéd to add to the script. 

"What if the bumping and splashing thing was a great first impression? What should 
be the pick-up line?" 

The clichéd steps of the relationship consist of meeting, flirting, dating, saying love, 
and then sex. Whether the story after that will be shown is different for each movie. 

"If | wanted to hit on you..." Tun looks at me and licks his lips calmly before 
speaking in a sonorous voice, "I’d take out your photo and burst into tears." 

"m not dead!" 

"Oh, yeah? Sorry. | wouldn't cry if | looked at your photo. I’d laugh." 

"Moron." 

"This is so much fun." Laugh to your heart’s content. Wait for my revenge. 

"What about our dating spot?" | change the subject before my patience runs out and 
| kick his waist. Good thing Tun cherishes his life, so he doesn’t press on with his lame 
joke. He rolls his eyes in thinking and replies. 

"A temple festival. We'd watch the wall of death." Damn it. He's starred in many 
movies, yet this is all he has. 

"Vd go to Paris," | shoot. I've watched a lot of romance movies. Many display the 
beautiful scenery of this country. | want to visit it. 

"Oh, I'll take you there." 

"We'll take photos on the balcony with the Eiffel Tower as the background." 

"lll book a room." | know we're joking, but his answer makes my heart pound. "And 
wine?" 

"Yes." 

"I'll buy some flowers as your props." 


"That’s too much," | say, though my head is full of the dreamy scene with an 
incredibly romantic vibe. 

"Why are you smiling?" | stop smiling immediately and deny it. 

"Nothing." 

"Dating comes with sex. I’m okay with anything, as long as the camera doesn’t turn 
to the lamp, the window, or the rain." Here’s a new topic. He’s skipping the steps. 

"It can be silhouettes with sweet music." | already have a playlist in my mind. 

"That's not exciting. Love is in the air in the honeymoon phase. It must be 
passionate." 

"| hate it." 

"You don't like it? We can skip the foreplay?" 

"lll slap your mouth." 

"It's a hypothetical situation. Why are you so engrossed?" I’ve just realized it. | 
unconsciously thought it was about us. Shit... "All right, cue the sweet music. The mood and 
tone must be dreamy." 

"| prefer classic." 

"| like that. Wong Kar—Wai’s style has Wong Kar—Wai’s mood." 

"My mood is not very good right now." 

"Tell me what you want." 

"We skipped too many steps. The protagonists haven't said ‘| love you.’ " | have to 
bring him back to the point after we were far off-topic. 

"Right, | forgot." Tun smiles brightly, and | shoot an evil smile at him. He seems 
different today. He looks happier. I’m unsure if its because the two buddies arent here to 
annoy him. 

"So?" | ask again. 

"The clichéd confession scene is the straightforward one." 

Tun says with honest eyes, and some feelings are conveyed to me. They flutter my 
heart, but | can’t overthink it. 

I've been stupid about love. I’m inexperienced, so I’m scared of boldly making a 
move. Therefore, | change the topic as always. 

"Red will fit the scene." | drop my gaze, turning my eyes away. | try my best to hide 
the feelings shown in my eyes from him. "Blood—orange red would be perfect." 

My favorite colors vary depending on each moment. They’re mostly influenced by 
the movies I’m watching. | might be engrossed in a character's emotion, the ambiance, or 
the other aspects that make me fall in love. 

"Why blood—orange red?" the tall guy asks. 


"Its the theme color in Her." He cries out, ‘Oh,’ immediately. We both love this film. 
"Blood-orange red signifies longing, gentleness, hope, and even the loneliness the 
character feels." 

"That’s deep. Our Talay is a sensitive guy." 

| cant utter a word. Well, it’s more like | don’t know how to act. 

His voice, expression, and eyes drive me to fall in love with him over and over. Not 
only his compliment, though. I’m ready to die just receiving the gaze and smile. 

"Do you remember when we were on the secret island?" 

After letting me go crazy for him in my mind, he breaks the silence with the topic | 
wish | could forget. 

"I... do." 

"Do you want to know why | pushed you away?" 

That hurts. Back then, all | knew was | loved him. | wanted to be closer to him. | 
wanted to be loved. | wanted him mine. But, in the end, my desires were crushed the 
moment he pushed me away. 

"Yes..." 

Now that | get a chance to learn the reason, why wouldn't | grab it? 

"One thing, though. Please be kind to me," | beg. It’s terribly tough to get over the 
reason | got rejected from the one | love. 

"Come here. I'll tell you," Tun says. | lean closer to him, but he’s not satisfied. 
"Closer." 

"We're alone. Do | have to be closer than this?’ 

"Yeah. Closer," he replies in his throat. 

"Why are you whispering?" 

"Will you listen or not?" 

"Yes." 

"Then..." 

Before | do as requested, the tall figure moves. Tun bends over the table and leans 
forward on his own. The sudden movement catches me off guard, my heart drumming. 

The second his lips touch mine, my whole face burns. 

My eyes widen. My body feels hot. My head is half-empty. The only clear thing is 
the question as to why he’s kissing me. 

Why? Why? Why...? 

| can’t say it right now, though. | slowly close my eyes as my body gives in to his 


action. 


He showers my lips with those gentle kisses. No intrusion. No forcefulness. Every 
touch feels soft yet oddly fulfilling. | don’t know when our lips part despite this insane 
longing in my heart. 

We hold each other’s gazes, but my vision blurs. 

"Talay, | didn’t want to push you away. ld always wanted to do this, but | didn't 
have the courage." 


"| was afraid that if | fall deeper, | won't be able to turn back." 

At this moment, my effort to hold myself back vanishes. His confession becomes my 
hope. No matter what awaits tomorrow, all | know is, finally, our feelings are the same. 

And | will never throw away this chance. Not wasting any more time, | lean over to 
kiss him first. 

To hell with Tess. 

To hell with Tun. 


It’s only us... 


16 


LEMON FIZZ 


[ Situation report by...Up—pree ] 

| move the mouse up and down and read the text on Microsoft Word several times 
with this tingling sensation in my heart. This is beyond expectations. | worked off-site and 
left Tun with the script. And it wasn’t all to waste. These impressive clichéd scenes are 
giving me goosebumps. 

Tun had been slacking off, not giving any ideas, only cheering us up. But once he 
sets his mind on something, he’s brilliant. Each scene is super clichéd yet heart- 
fluttering. 

| absolutely loveeeee the scene where the characters bump into each other and 
splash coffee. It’s no ordinary coffee. It’s drip coffee. Otherwise, the male protagonist won't 
be cool. 

The location to amp up the sweetness is Paris, with the Eiffel Tower as the 
background. The two lean close to each other. The female character holds a bouquet in 
one hand and a glass of wine in the other. The male character simply puts his hand on her 
waist. | wonder who took the photo if it were in real life. 

The legendary sex scene is also great. The emotional music starts as the couple 
shares a deep kiss under the dim light. He pushes her onto the bed, bites his lip, and... 
Ekkkkk. 

"What the fuck is wrong with you, Up? You're squirming." 

"m blushing.” Au looks fed up. It ruins my mood so much that | want to literally kick 
him out of the bus. "Have you read Tun’s idea?" 

"Nah." Au shakes his head. | slide the laptop in front of him. 

"Check it out. | think it’s pretty good." 

"How good could it be?" Damn that mouth of yours. You'll squirm like a cloth being 
twisted like me. Just wait and see! 


Why wouldnt | know? We're hot men with cute hearts. Others wouldn't react when 
they read romance stuff. On the contrary, sensitive humans like us would roll down to the 
floor with our red faces even before opening our mouths to squeal. 

The script differs from the previous ones as the clichéd heart—fluttering scenes 
aren't narrated simply but satirically. 

"Damn, its good enough to be developed. Tun is amazing. He wrote each scene in 
detail as if he’s in love." Au knits his brow. We look out the window of the studio at the 
same time. 

A couple rests on the lawn. Today is hot and humid. The sunlight is so scalding that 
the chilly air from the AC can’t help with my sweaty armpits. Nevertheless, my dear friend is 
singing with his insufferable voice while Tess seems to enjoy it so much as if he’s listening 
to an aesthetic song. Seriously, they have me speechless. 

"Do you think it’s strange?" | turn to the guy next to me and ask for his opinion. 

"How?" 

"| smell something fishy..." 

"Your armpits?" 

"Fuck you." Should | stop being friends with this punk? He keeps playing jokes 
without thinking. "| wonder if those two are dating." 

"No way. You're overthinking it." 

"You sound so fake. | know you think the same." 

"ve been observing them, but | can’t confirm it. What do we do? Ask them 
straightforwardly?" 

"Let's just observe them for now. If they're not dating, we'll lose our faces." 

In a group of friends, some always stick their nose in someone else’s business. It’s 
due to the talent of the uncommon level of nosiness. Fortunately, we don’t need to find 
them because Au and Up are those people. 

We can't help it. We've always loved observing everything around us. So what if we 
do that to our friends? 

With that, here comes another activity besides scriptwriting for Au and me. That 
includes... 

Meal time. 

"The food is here." 

As | nibble on the straw to kill boredom, the number one cook of our regular food 
stall serves our food to our table. The atmosphere is the same as usual. We eat and chatter 
away, but something is different. 


"| remember you like it." 


Tun smiles, his face and ears going red, as he passes the extra large stir—fried 
meat with basil to the man opposite him. Instead of declining, Tess slides his stir-fried 
meat with basil to Tun. 

"| remember you like it as well." 

If you both like stir-fried meat with basil, why are you exchanging it?! You think 
that’s it? No. They can go even further. 

"Here’s your spoon." Tun holds it out. 

"Your water." Tess hands him the glass. 

"Your snack." 

"Take this mini fan, in case it’s hot." 

They keep passing things to each other, forgetting Au and | are here. Ugggggh, 
they're definitely dating. If you lie to a kid, a kid will call you a liar. 

"Jeez. What about mine?" | interrupt them, unable to stand the sight. | want to be 
specially taken care of this way. 

"| forgot." 

Ugh! Tun’s answer is nothing like what | expected. Meanwhile, Au pokes my 
shoulder and looks at me with eyes that say, ‘They're not dating. You're overthinking it.’ 

"Here’s yours." 

Not letting me analyze his caring behavior for long, the son of a bitch pushes the 
bowl of soup with a soul of pork to me. He then eats soup from Tess’s bowl in 
contentment. 

Ah, erm...do | need two bowls of soup? 

What a way to crush my dream~ 

Whatever. Do as you wish. 


A movie on our day off. 

"Which flavor do you want?" 

Crossing my arms over my chest, | narrow my eyes at the concession stand in the 
theatre, where the tall figure, a member of the scriptwriting team, stands. Next to him is no 
one else but the son of the production house owner. 

"Chocolate popcorn. You choose the flavor of the other half," Tess replies 
delightedly. 

"How nice of you. Can we have chocolate and strawberry popcorn, please?" 

Tun orders and doesn’t move. He stands there, twisting in front of me. It annoys the 
hell out of me, and my brain tells me to attack them from behind. | separate them with my 


hands. 

"Can | have a box of sausages of any flavor to balance out the nauseous 
sweetness?" | say, and Au immediately chimes in. 

"And a bottle of water, please. Fuck..we’re watching a silent film, yet you ordered 
popcorn. If you're going to be lovey—dovey, go watch a romance movie in the next 
theatre." 

Gosh! 


Even when we walk out of the theatre... 

"| think | forgot something." | roll my eyes. 

Tun pretends to fumble for something in his backpack, but his acting sucks. Not to 
mention when we were in the theatre. Tun and Tess leaned toward each other and held 
hands like they believed no one could notice. | mean, we could see it. 

"What?" Au asks, seeing half through Tun’s action. 

"My watch." Listen to his answer. 

"You took it off while watching the movie? How strange~" | press on as soon as | 
have the chance. 

"The screen of the smartwatch was bright. | was afraid it'd hurt people's eyes." 

"| remember you wore a normal watch." 

"There’s something wrong with your eyesight. Take some vitamins." Aside from his 
lame acting, he curses my eyes. "I'll go back to find it. Wait at the car." 

"It’s all right. We'll wait in front of the elevator." 

"Just go. It’s tiring waiting here. The car is more comfortable," Tun cuts short and 
turns to Tess. "You come with me." 

| can’t with that tiny voice of his. 

| cant do anything except let those two spin around and reenter the theatre. This is 
complete evidence. My friends are dating. 

Ugh...why are they hiding it? Just admit you're into each other and flirt outright. 
We're rooting for you. If they're together, Friend Credits will become a family business, not a 
gathering of friends but boyfriends. How entertaining. 

"Up-pree," Au calls me after a long pause. 

"What?" 

"Its clear now, isn’t it?" 

"Couldnt be more obvious." | knew since they ordered stir-fried meat with basil for 
each other. 


"Let’s leave first. They can take a taxi cab." 
"Yeah. They won't find the watch even in the next two hours." 


"If they want to be together, why don't they just get a room?" 
[ End of report ] 


Though it didn’t take long to write this script like the previous pieces of Friend 
Credits, | learned plenty over the past six months since we started the project. | can’t even 
list it all out in two days. 

One of the incredibly great news was the script was finally completed after zillions 
of revisions. 

Instead of feeling relieved, we are faced with a big problem. We've been trying to 
find a solution day and night in anxiety. Even Dream looks like he’s just climbed out of hell. 
Though we have plan B—successtfully finding someone to fund the movie as we wrote the 
script—the thing is... 

"What did Chang say?" 

We forgot to find a production team! 

"He turned us down. He’s directing a drama right now," Dream sighs. 

He carried his stuff and rang the bell of the studio early in the morning, probably 
filled with immense hope. But things turned out differently from what he had expected. No 
director. No production team. Our plan might be postponed to the next life. 

"Is there anyone else you can reach out to?" | ask. | admit Im terrified because I’m 
dying to work as a colorist. 

"There is. I’m waiting for some to respond, but some have rejected me." 

"What about Du?" Au mentions a director. 

"He’s on hiatus to take care of his dad." Dream crushes our hope. 

"What about Ex?" 

"He’s busy with a high—budget film. I’m not sure if he'll be free until next year." 

"Pingpong?" He's an award chaser. Every movie he’s written is excellent. If we work 
with him, our film will be successful, in terms of profit and reviews. 

"He’s not interested. He prefers directing the movies he writes." 

"| won the lotteryyyyy." 

As we're stressed out with work, Up, unaware of the time and place, shots in elation. 
| noticed him staring at his phone for a long while. | didn’t think he was checking the 


lottery. He even won. 


"Is this the right time, Up—pree?!" Au yells. 

Up shrugs, unabashed. He runs to the pink trumpet tree and pulls out the yellow 
note number three that has one of his wishes written on it before coming back. 

"This is the right time. The last two digits are nine and eight. So proud." 

"It's probably our only happiness right now," Tun groans, lying helplessly on the 
grass. 

"Holy shit!" 

Up startled me. Now it’s Dream. 

"Did something come to your mind?" | lean closer to him and ask in excitement. He 
must have figured it out. 

"| have a large collection of indie movies. Check it out and select the directors from 


"That’s what you were happy about? Ugh." I’m bummed. 

Are kids like us going to dismiss an adults advice? On the following day, we're 
having a movie marathon. 

I'm not sure if this is called fate. When we've finished a movie, all of us agree this is 
the one. From act | to the end, nothing feels odd to me. 

Up says he’s admired this director for ages. However, she’s disappeared from the 
industry with no updates. | start searching for information and discover her name is 
‘Kwanjai,, an indie director whose movies are fantastic yet not successful regarding the 
profit. Wishing to know her more, | phone the producer to set an appointment with her to 
talk about our movie. 

"Dream, | found her, the director we want for our movie." 

My hands are shaking as | hold the phone. | turn the speaker on so the guys can 
hear it. 

[Whoocooo0? | 

"The director of Day Dreaming." 

It's like a crow is flying over the lawn. Why is he so quiet? It sounds like we lost 
him. But, after listening carefully, | think he’s simply in shock. 

"Dream, Dream, are you there?" 

[Y..Yeah. | know this director. She's talented. Anyway, she’s changed her career 
because she got sick of this industry.] Despite the disheartening answer, someone like 
Talay won't give up easily. 

"Can we try contacting her?" 

[We can, but...] 


No more explanation. Finally, our question is answered by the link to the director's 
video in the chat box. 

‘Let’s dance together. Come on, shake it, shake it. Woohoo.’ 

We watch the clip together, our hope slowly fading. 

‘Show you move off to a dog. Make it howl. Haha.’ 

"Kwanjai, the former passionate director a hundred years ago," Up says, tears 
trickling down his face. 

She’s a TokTak star now. All of her clips have almost a million likes. Her signature 
move is the dolphin dance with a cornfield in the background. 

Looking back to the movies Kwanjai directed, many scenes take place in a 
cornfield. | suppose she has memories with it. 

"Excellent skill," my sweetheart says. Thinking he’s being sarcastic, | play along. 

"Her dance move?" 

"Yeah." 

"Ugh." He’s not joking. He’s sincere. 

"What do we do, dudes?" 

| don’t like this atmosphere. My friends are discouraged as if our effort is going to 
waste. So, I'll be the one hyping them up. 

"We'll contact her. We can do it!" 

Dream brings us to Kwanjai’s house one afternoon. | was a bit tense at first as | 
learned she has a secluded lifestyle. But when she opens the door to greet us, the fearful 
image vanishes, replaced with the horrifying truth. 

"Dream, it’s been a while, woohooooo." She can’t even greet normally. She rolls her 
tongue repeatedly and gives Dream a hug so tight that his eyes nearly pop out. 

"You seem to be in a good mood today." 

"Just got money. | can shop more now." The happiness on her face slowly fades 
and turns into suspicion as she looks at us. "Who are they?" 

"My film crew." 

"Come in," she invites us in and leads us into the living room, where an old yellow 
couch is. 

This house reeks of cigarette smoke, messy with multiple stacks of books half eaten 
by termites. They are all over the place to remind us of the owner’s lack of interest in 
cleaning. 

"Sorry. You came here all of a sudden, and | ran out of water. Want some beer?" 

What kind of person has more beer than water in the fridge? 

"It's okay. Are you going to give us a bottle each?" Dream smiles dryly. 


"No worries. We’re no strangers." Before the house owner says anything more, Au 
and Up hold out their hands to accept the beer and open the bottles with their teeth. 

These two are the best at being serious about silly things. 

"Here’s the thing, Kwanjai, the boys and | have a project." 

"No movie talk." It’s like someone pressed a pause button. No one dares to move. 
Meanwhile, the director looks at each of us for a moment and continues, "Go on." 

Receiving permission, Dream starts the emotional topic. 

"Kwanjai, you are happy on your new path, but don’t forget your dream about 
film." 

"You know how badly received they were." 

"But you’re amazing. You will be recognized someday. At least | recognized you. Oh, 
and the boys, too." We nod. Then, Au, our representative, adds. 

"Your movie, Day Dreaming, is brilliant. lve never seen such unique camera 
movements and cuts like yours." 

"| film the movie with my own hands," she says, somewhat accepting the 
compliment. Now that we're flattering her, lets go all out. | chime in. 

"The script is also excellent. You're my Greta Gerwig." 

"Who’s Greta?" She tilts her head. 

Shit, | forgot the directors | know don’t exist in this universe. When | turn to Tun to 
ask for help, he blatantly chugs his booze. 

"Your movie five years ago is that great. How amazing will it be if you do it again?" 
Fortunately, Dream changes the subject. | don’t have to make up an excuse. 

"Don't try to fool me." 

"We've made many movies. They all flopped." Up also puts on a sad face as he tells 
his story. 

"Poor you. Good thing mine didn't." 

Is that how she comforts him? And she’s wrong! Her movies didn’t make any profit. 
Jeez~ 

"We separated to do something else, yet we couldn't toss away our dreams." | guess 
beer gives Tun the courage to help us. 

Good job. That’s the man | love. 

"They found themselves a funder and had tons of part-time jobs to earn money. 
They cried until their eyes got swollen. They couldn’t eat or sleep. They lost weight." 

"Right, right." Dream is exaggerating, but | don’t mind. Let’s be dramatic. 

"Kwanjai, do it for them." 


| can't guess her emotion. For a second, | notice her eyes wavering. | hope she will 
agree to join hands with us. 

"Let me see the script first," she whispers. Fear in my heart instantly evaporates. 

"Sure." 

"If its not my style, it’s a no. If it sucks, it’s a no. If..." 

"Up to you." 

Yes! Everyone hugs each other and shouts in exhilaration. | bet we'll celebrate the 
next step of the project this evening. 

"Thank you, Kwanjai. Our movie will land." 

"| havent agreed to do it." 

"Thank you so much, Kwanjai. Anyway, this beer is superb. | want to buy it to drink 
at our studio. Where do they sell it?’ Up asks about booze before we leave. He was 
unquestionably born to be the definition of ‘wasted.’ 

"It’s craft beer. | made it." 

"What is it made of?" 

"Dog pee." 


BLARGH!!!! 
Yeah...getting to know Kwanjai makes us grow, fulfill our wishes, and traumatized. 


Days of working passed by so fast in my feeling. Since Kwanjai agreed to direct the 
movie of Friend Credits, we had numerous tasks. One significant thing was to make time to 
adjust a few parts of the script as Kwanjai deemed fit. Once it was ready, we cast the 


actors. 
Though we contacted several experienced actors, we needed to cast new ones that 


fit the characters, especially the protagonists. 

The casting day was hectic as it attracted heaps of people, even our funder, Kita 
and Fuse. With their ordinary acting skills and connections, the team was hypnotized to 
think these two were incredibly talented. They passed the first round, but | hoped they 
would improve and showcase more skills. 

Once we cast some new actors suitable for the roles, we gathered at Pakorn’s place 
again to play the casting tape and select the right one for our movies. 

"ım hungry. When will the food arrive?" 

DING~ 

After Au has said that, the doorbell rings right away. 

We've reviewed the tape from morning to afternoon. Who wouldn't be hungry? 


"lll go." 

| volunteer to get up, but the tall figure also stands up among the others’ stare. 

"Where are you going, Tun?" Up asks. 

"m helping Tess." 

"He can carry everything. It’s just a few boxes." 

"lll help so Tess won't be tired." 

"’m going to puke." Not only them. | also feel like throwing up. Since when did Tun 
become so cheesy? "Just go then. | won't stop you anymore." 

Up waves us off. Tun and | walk to the gate to take our food from a deliveryman 
from a famous brand. The moment | meet eyes with the man waiting outside, | exclaim in 
my mind in astonishment as if I’m seeing a ghost in broad daylight. 

Shitttttt. 


That's Boss Jaturatist. 

He’s a super popular teen actor in my universe, whose fame spread in all four 
directions, as his name implies. | never thought he would be here in front of me. I’m so 
excited that my mouth twitches. 

"You know him?" | nudge the man beside me. 

"Of course. The four—direction famous Boss. The other four directions are my area." 
Damn, a question got two answers. 

"Ugh, you're praising yourself." 

"A little." 

"Whatever." 

He’s a food delivery man in this universe, looking cute in the Sunflower Food 
uniform. Even his bike is yellow. 

| think this is fate. He suddenly showed up here when we couldn't find the right 
actor for the main role. He has everything. His face fits the role and his physique is firm. | 
have no idea if he can act, but he’s the top actor in my universe. 

| process everything for a moment and get the answer. | open the gate and invite 
him inside so | can ask for opinions from the experienced seniors. 


The second the tall delivery man appears in front of the crew, the silence vanishes 
and gets replaced with stunned and excited remarks. Dream and Kwanjai even jump out of 
the chair. 

Everyone immediately gathers and comes to the conclusion that this is the one 
we've been looking for, even though he hasn't shown us any acting skills. If we train him 


intensively, | bet we can bring out his potential. The problem isn’t the acting coach team. 
It’s the person we're recruiting. 

We agree to send Pang to carry out the mission. We believe that her art of speech, 
the fact that she knows him in the other universe, and her kind character will be able to 
persuade him to work with us. 

"Sorry, but..can | ask for your name?" Pang greets him with a smile, with the rest of 
us standing in anticipation behind. 

"Oh," the man mumbles. "I’m Buay." 

Wow! His name is Boss in the other universe. He’s Buay here. Okay. 

"Are you interested in the entertainment industry? | mean, being an actor." 

"| prefer delivering for Sunflower Food," he replies right away. It crushes our hearts, 
hope, and dream. It must not end here. 

"It pays well, you know," Pang presses on, attacking him without a break. 

"| get to ride a bike when delivering food. | like riding bikes." 

"You'll get to ride a bike in the movie. It’s the role of a legendary racer. Are you into 
motorsports?" 

"| like riding in alleys. It’s challenging. lm always excited to know which corners my 
knees will be stuck in." 

| want to laugh and cry at the same time. Did my knees ever get stuck in the 
corners of the alleys? YES! It was even more frequent when Tun was the rider. 

"Have you ever ridden a three—wheeler?" 

"No." 

"This one is challenging. If you accept the role, you'll get to try everything I’ve 
mentioned." 

"You don't need to answer now. Contact us if you're interested." 

Pang hands a name card to the man in front of her, but one thing is off... 

Hold up, Pang! The name card doesn’t look like our studio card as we've agreed. 
I's too late because she has held out her own. 

Buay takes it and excuses himself. Everyone turns their attention to Pang’s face. The 
smile on her pretty face is full of joy. 

| love spending time with my friends. | love it so much that... sometimes forget | 
have to find a way to return home as hoped. One day of me and my friends was full of 
missions. Our production progressed quickly. Since Buay contacted us and agreed to work 
together, his acting class was scheduled, with Pang and Tun assisting him. 


When Tess’s mother learned we had cast the actors, she offered to sponsor them 
with free treatments at the clinic. 

Kita and Fuse, who were fooled that they would get the lead roles after funding us, 
received the antagonist roles appearing in two pages of the script. What could | do? 
Kwanjai said my friends didn’t fit the protagonist role. 

Once everything was set, ‘Romantic Non-Comedy’ started filming. The filming 
process proceeded under the production team of Kwanjai’s friend. 

Before | know it, it’s been one year since we built the office of Friend Credits Studio 
and two years since | came to this universe. 

"Barbecue, boys." 

"Oooooh, yummy." The mother hands us a plate of delicious barbecue. | quickly take 


"Eat a lot, kids. Tell me if it’s not enough." 

"Thank you." 

She smiles and returns inside, leaving me and my scriptwriting team celebrating on 
the lawn like passionate men we are. 

It’s the anniversary of the start of the studio, so we've planned loads of activities. 
Our dress code is the color of lemon fizz that gives off a lively vibe. We'll exchange gifts 
and chat about our happy, sad, lonely, and memorable moments. At last, we'll take photos 
as a memory. 

"| can't believe we'd come this far," Tun says, his eyes sparkling. He looks proud to 
be part of this, and I’m also proud of him. 

"Good job." 

| still remember that day. The day we complimented each other in the theatre 
despite our movie being a failure. The day we sat in sadness at Pong’s bar to say 
goodbye. The day | was fucking delighted we reunited and fought together again. 

"Let’s exchange gifts," Au suggests. Everyone nods in agreement. 

We've prepared three presents each for the members of Friend Credits to thank for 
the love, patience, and everything we've shared for a year. 

"Let me record this. We'll see whose gift is trash." Up sets the camera and rejoins 
the group. 

"Me first." Au raises his hand before reaching in his sack. He’s been using this sack 
for a while now. No more tote bags like others. He said it wasn’t different. 

Au holds out each gift to the members. We've gotten the same things, but... 

"What a surprise." 

My baby flatters him. He’s such a flatterer. 


"Handmade notebooks for writing script ideas." 

"You're not creative at all, you fucking idiot. Take mine as an example." 

"Where? Show me your creative gifts! Come on." 

"Just wait and seeeeee." 

Here they are. Erm...they’re not that different. 

Au’s gifts are notebooks. Up made tote bags with the new studio logo | have no 
idea how long it took him to design, but | want to tell him | have heaps of tote bags 
already at home. Besides, Au uses a sack in his daily life now. I’m so tired of them. 

"Thank you. It’s so cute my heart hurts." Tun, you're still flattering him? 

"| knew you'd like it. What a relief," Up rejoices. He turns to me. "What about yours, 
Tess?" 

"| made them myself.” 

Not wasting time, | pass the gifts I’ve carefully prepared to them with no dramatic 
introduction. 

| like bucket hats. It’s part of my image as Talay in the other universe. Thus, as 
reminiscences of myself, | chose them as gifts by painting the animals representing each 
one of them on the white bucket hats. 

"Damn, that’s nice." 

Up is cheerful like a Siberian Husky, looking cool from the outside and silly on the 
inside. Au is similar to a horse, a social animal sticking to a group. He’s never wanted to 
be alone. As to Tun, | think he’s like an alpaca, shy, gentle, and smart. 

"What are you looking at?" As | imagine the meanings of each animal compared to 
them, | feel someone staring at me. 

"Did you really paint this?" What an odd question. 

"Who would | have hired to do it? You like it?" | ask Tun, the one | hope would be 
impressed the most. 

"| like it." Aw, my heart is melting. "It’s a llama, isn’t it?" 

Erm...he’s sure good at ruining the mood. 

"What the hell? | drew an alpaca." 

"It looks like a llama with these long ears. It also has horns like a goat." I’m in shock. 
The more he speaks, the more | can spot my mistakes. | was in a hurry, so | didn’t 
research much. | painted the alpaca out of my memory. 

"| don’t care. This is an alpaca to me. Give it back if you don't like it." I’m about to 
snatch the hat back, but Tun holds it tightly. 

"No can do. You gave it to me." 

"You dont like it." 


"Did | say that?" 

"We'll continue after you're done fighting, then. So annoying!" Someone rings the bell 
to stop our argument. The two buddies shake their heads. | soon drop my hands so we 
can resume this activity. 

"Here you go." Tun gives his gifts to Au and Up to shut their mouths. 

"Ugh, you couldn't think of something more creative than tees?" 

Tun prepared black tees for us. They're no ordinary tees, though. The special 
feature is the words, ‘So proud,’ the two's signature phrase, printed on them. 

"| didn’t complain when you gave me a tote bag and a notebook," Tun grumbles. 

"m sorry. | love it a lot. So proud~" Up—pree nearly tears up. He buries his nose in 
the tee and breathes in the fragrant scent. 

"What about mine?" It’s time | ask for what | deserve. 

"This is yours." 

Tun gives something to me. Strangely, it’s not a tee like the others’. Instead, it’s a 
necklace with a sand clock as a pendant. 

"Why is Tess’s gift beautiful but ours aren't?" Au glowers. 

"You got your shirt." 

"You're heartless, Tun. You're biased." 

"Right." 

He doesn’t even deny it, so our friends berate him until his ears go numb. 

The anniversary party of Friend Credits continues joyously. After exchanging gifts, 
its time to drink. My friends are creatures with a thirst for alcohol, so they chug it down 
without catching their breath. 

Since I’m not a drinker like them, | walk off to sit at the back of the bus studio. 
Shortly after, the tall figure catches up. He makes my heart swell by wearing the alpaca hat 
he thought was a llama. 

"What are you doing?" he asks, squatting beside me. 

"Writing my wish," | say, not hiding it. 

The pink trumpet tree has grown meters tall, yet none of my wishes have come true. 
| wrote two and left the last one empty for a long time as | didn’t know what it should be. 
But, recently, I’ve become more honest with myself. 

The first note: | hope to find my portkey. Still not found. 

The second note: | wish our movie success. Still waiting for the result. 

And the third note... 

"What did you write?" Tun asks in curiosity. | don’t show him, turning away. 

"Not telling." 


"We'll read them after the movie is out, anyway." 

"Wait until then." 

"Can't | see it first?” His voice is soft and a bit pleading. He’s good at making my 
heart flutter. 

"lll ask you a question, then. Answer it and VII tell you." 

"Ask away." 

"Why did you give me the sand clock necklace?" 

"It implies the amount of time we can be together. Even if we part ways..." He takes 
the sand clock necklace from my hand and watches the white sand slowly flowing down. 
He flips it. "We'll reunite and be together again." 

"Its a shame that if we return home..." | try to be optimistic. "| won't be able to bring 
this gift back." 

"What's important isn’t the object. It’s the memory that counts." 

"What a line." 

"Well, I’m a scriptwriter," Tun replies cheekily. 

"Don’t you want to be an actor anymore?" 

"| can be. VIl be whatever you wish." 

"That’s cheesier than the script." 

| drop my gaze and sneak a smile. Once I’ve calmed the tinging feeling in my 
stomach, | clear my throat and meet his eyes again. 

Shit. When our eyes meet, my effort simply goes to waste. | always lost to Tun’s 
smile. 

"Do you want to know what | wrote in the note?" 

"Yes." 

"Guess it." 

"| might guess it wrong. Can't you just tell me?" 

Our relationship might have begun because of fate, but everything after that 
stemmed from my feelings. I’ve never dreamed here. But every time | close my eyes, he’s 
the first person | see. 

Every moment we've shared is full of memories. | had an intense argument with him 
when we first met. 

| was excited to learn new things with him, like a toddler learning how to walk. 

| got exhausted with him when we searched for locations on cloudy days. 

| was impressed with him when we got to visit many new places. 

Even though | got sad alongside him several times when things didn’t turn out as 
we had expected... 


feeling. 


at first, 


It felt warm because we got a chance to start again after overcoming that 


| love all of those feelings so much that | hope they will never disappear. 


"No matter what happens, | hope we meet again." 


"That’s my wish." 

Our script narrates the meeting of two people. Even if they don’t choose each other 
they end up falling in love. That’s how | am... 

"We'll meet again. I'll find you." 

Is that a promise? 

His beautiful eyes are honest. 

"Tun, | admit | was scared. | was scared | would be left alone after you returned 


home. But after spending time together, getting to know you, and understanding my own 


feelings, | found the answer..." 


crazy. 


muster 


| want to define what we are. 
"| really like you." 
| like everything about him. His smile. His actions. His kisses. | love them like 


"Let me ask you back." 


"Are you serious?" Wow, I’ve never made it clear enough? 

| hold his gaze in earnest to let him know | wasn’t joking earlier. It wasn’t easy to 
up my courage to say that. 

"We like Wes Anderson. We like Her. We like ‘Love’ by Paradox. We love the sea," 


Tun says, smiling so brightly his eyes are closed. "I’m happy we're like-minded." 


At that moment, | almost fall backward out of overloading excitement. | can’t die 


now. | tell myself to hold it together to listen to him. 


"The script we wrote has a simple beginning and a simple confession scene." 


‘Talay.’ Tun doesn’t say it out loud. He moves his lips to call my name silently, 


‘Talay, Talay, Talay.’ 


Over and over again. 
"Lets be each other's lovers." 
"Okay, let’s love each other." 


| accept it immediately, my eyes burning. But then, everything stops because the 
uninvited guests suddenly appear at the window without warning. 

"Good grief. | think | heard someone confess their love to each other." 

"Really, Up? | didn’t hear it well, but someone’s action was clear as day." 

"Go to hell," Tun barks. 

"Aw, someone’s blushing." 

"You're dead meat!" 

"You're blushing even harder. Awwwww." 

From what | recall, the script we wrote with passion doesn’t have this scene. It’s all 
right. Seeing the face of the man | love turning red is enough to make me choke on 


happiness. 


1 Jaturatis means four compass directions: north, east, south, and west. 
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COTTON CANDY 


My romantic relationship with Tun started typically. Months have gone by. We've 
wrapped up the filming, and every file has been passed on to the post-production team. 
This is the time | get to show off my skills. | have an adviser about color—grading like the 
former graphic director, Pakorn’s father. A senior in the industry also helps me out. 

"You seem dreamy lately. Are you in love?" 

I've locked myself in a dark room to fully concentrate on this masterpiece, yet this 
cheeky man keeps bothering me. He shows up behind me, hugs my waist, and kisses my 
cheek. He acts all cute to me. He must think he’s so adorable. 

"Don't you have anything to do? Quit teasing me." | divert my eyes from the screen 
and kiss his cheek back. 

| also hate myself for falling head over heels for him. 

"| do, but I’m worried about you." His soft voice and gentle gaze erase the thoughts 
of scolding him from my mind. "Hungry?" 

"Yes." Let me use my tiny voice. Good thing we're alone. If Au and Up showed up, | 
wouldn't know how to act. 

"What do you want to eat?" 

"Chicken pops." 

"It’s not filling.” 

"Come on." I’ve been stressed. | prefer snacks to a full meal. Plus, it’s easier to eat 
as | focus on the screen. 

Tun pats my head in annoyance, yet he spins around and leaves as requested. 
Shortly after, he comes back with boxes of chicken pops I’m craving. Wow, why didn’t you 
buy a franchise if you bought this much? From the look of it, there is every flavor. 

Original, spicy, stir-fried meat with basil, sour. | gotta give it to him when it comes 
to taking care of me. 


"Here you go. Eat up." 

"Thank you. I'll be done in a minute," | ask for more time. After this sequence, Vll 
take a break. 

"You have to spare time to eat when working." My guardian doesn’t allow me. Not 
arguing, thinking it’s better to compromise, | open my mouth to eat the yummy snack he 
holds out. My hand is still on the mouse. 

| never thought | would fall in love with someone. I’d been so focused on my work, 
friends, and other tasks that | left all the love-related stuff behind. When | got here and met 
him, my suppressed loneliness showed itself. 

| actually wanted to be in love like others. 

"What flavor do you want?" 

"All." With that, | get to try every flavor of the chicken pops as the tall guy feeds me. 
Not complaining, he pulls a chair to sit beside me and takes care of me quietly as usual. 
As I'm about to finish this part, he shouts in excitement. 

"Wow, so cute." 

"Me?" | ask, but he shakes his head. 

"Nah. The movie." 

"You can't sleep if you don’t mess with me, huh?" 

"Just kidding. You're cuter than the graded color of the romantic scenes." I’m going 
to puke. His vision must be pink right now. 

I'm still not used to his cheesy words. He usually messes with me. 

"Whatever." It’s not like everything is all sweet now that we're officially dating. Not at 
all. Many things remain the same, or | just don’t know how to act? All | know is it feels 
warm when we're together. 

"Finish the chicken. Want some water?" Tun asks. 

"| want it cold." 

"Okay." 

Tun exits the room and returns with a huge water bottle and my favorite glass. 
Besides this excellent service, my boyfriend brings a lit scented candle. | like this one scent 
because it’s relaxing. The only downside is it makes me feel sleepy while working, and 
work won't progress. 

| doubt | will fall asleep today as someone keeps me company. If | have eye strain, 
| can look at him. It’s pretty enjoyable. 

| concentrate on my work while Tun reads his manga next to me. | pay no attention 
to the ticking clock, but | think it’s been about an hour. When | turn to the man beside me, 
he’s still reading. He seems absorbed, but its somewhat odd. 


"Can you read like that? The room is dark." 

"Yeah." 

"You're holding it upside down." You're supposed to read a Japanese book from 
right to left, but he’s reading it from the bottom to the top. 

"That explains why the story is confusing." He flips the book. Even a kid wouldn't be 
fooled by his flustered action. "Go do your thing." 

"You're kicking me out again. | want to be with you." 

"What do you want to do here, sir?" | ask back tauntingly. It’s awful enough that he 
was reading the manga upside down. | feel bad if he just sits there doing nothing. 

"| want to kiss you, sir." 

"You're cheeky." His words make my face hot. I’m never used to the intimacy or 
these sweet words. 

"Can |?" Tun asks again, dragging his chair closer. 

"What if | say no?" 

"| wont do it. lIl just be a bit sad, and it'll take me around two days to feel better." 


Whoa, it’s like he’s talking about the flu. How dramatic. "Don’t think too long." 


"| promise I'll be gentle." 

"How?" 

"ll go hard but won't bite." That’s quite an explicit explanation. | shouldn't have 
asked. 

"You dont have to ask first. | don’t know how to react." 

"All right. I'll just do it." 

With that, Tun cups my face with both hands and presses his lips on mine. It’s 
gentle at first and gradually grows more fervent. 

He intrudes. He gets close. We exchange our feelings. 

My vision blurs. The only thing | can see clearly is him. 


.. The one | love. 


"Welcome to my barrrrr." 

"Your lights are pretty." 

"Of course. It’s for the crew of the movie that will earn billions." Pong smiles so hard 
his cheeks might burst after Tun and | have entered the bar decorated with new lights. | 


can’t imagine how much Pong spends on lights in a year. 


Today is another important day. The studio will release the official trailer of the 
movie we worked for so long on, ‘Romantic Non-Comedy,’ a social satire romance all of us 
are proud of. 

The filming didn’t take long, only around two months. The lengthy process was 
script development, casting, and training. We’ve gotten through those hardships, even if it 
was quite a struggle. 

| remember what Thanin and Tess’s father said about this movie. | was happy, 
thinking they would support us, but | was fooled. They patted my shoulders and said, ‘Way 
to go.’ 

| mean...| didn’t want words of encouragement. | wanted money. Although it’s a 
shame, my friends firmly believed we were competent enough to stand on our own feet. We 
tried our best to get our low-budget movie distributed in theatres. 

Therefore, our movie will be released in standalone theatres and a few cinemas in 
major cities. We will promote it moderately. The premiere will be different as well. Last time, 
it was a big event full of superstars. This time, we might set a small backdrop for some 
news agencies to take pictures for their columns. 

"Are we all here?" 

| shake the thoughts out of my head. I'll let the future be the future and focus on 
this important moment. 

"Welcome, brothers and sisters. Take your seats and non-free drinks." 

Does he have to say that? He’s really something. | remember we had to display the 
craft beer, our main sponsor, in multiple scenes. | hope our movie succeeds, along with the 
beer Pong painstakingly created his own recipe for. 

The Friend Credits gang and | arrived first, followed by the director and the lead 
actors. | don’t understand why Pang and Buay have been sticking together lately. They 
even showed up side by side today. 

"Are they dating?" | can’t help but lean over to whisper in Tun’s ear. 

"Yeah. Aren't they cute?" 

"When did they fall for each other? How come | didn't notice?" 

"A while ago. Since she gave him her personal name card, | guess." 

"Huh?" Thats crazy. 

"You're always slow when it comes to love." He ruffles my hair playfully. 

"Isnt it good enough that | recognized it?" This one is for him, the man who made 
the inexperienced guy like me brave enough to confess my feelings. 

"Make way. Handsome guys are here. Cue the music!" 


Here come Kita and Fuse, who always entertain us. They even want to make an 
entrance at the bar. Pong hypes them up with epic music. 

They're both covered in designer garments. Not to mention the scarves, glasses, 
and earings so long they reach their shoulders. We all cheer for their glamour. 

"You went all out. Isn't it hot?" Our representative, Kwanjai, asks what we're all 
curious about. 

"A little bit, but we're sweating," Kita answers, wiping the sweat off his forehead. | 
want to charge in and take off those scarves. But, after a thought, let’s leave them there. IIl 
have fun seeing them suffer. 

"Are you ready? It’s almost time to release the trailer." 

"We're ready~" 

The actors and the production team sit together. The large projector screen is set 
on the stage. 

"| haven't seen it in the editing room. | wonder how many minutes I'll shine." Fuse is 
trembling in excitement, his sparkling eyes fixed on the screen. Kita then protests. 

"It's two minutes and thirty seconds. You can’t hog all the air time." 

"m talented. lIl be famous." 

"Almost time, almost time," someone shouts. The chatter fades, leaving only the 
silence and the numbers counting down. We're on the edge of our seats. 

Five, four, three, two, one! 

When the clock strikes six, our effort is shown to everyone. 

"Wowwwww, Buay~" 

As we watch, compliments are overflowing. 

"How charismatic! #youngmanwaitingforlove #byehandsomeactor." 

He is Boss Jaturatis in the other universe. But here, he’s Buay, a humble man so full 
of efforts and determination that the crew adores him. 

"This joke landed. | think it’s funny." Au, the owner of the ideas in the first scenes, 
bursts out laughing. Everyone laughs with him. 

"This scene is amazing. It’s fucking romantic. Awwwww." The atmosphere gets so 
much livelier. They're coming up with all sorts of compliments. 

| remember this scene well. Tun got this idea and we ended up kissing. 

"The cuts are perfect. The timing is just right." 

"Nice colorrrrr." 

"Tess did it. Tess is great," the man beside me points out in enthusiasm. The guys 
stare daggers at him. 

"Quit flattering him, you punk. You're overreacting." 


"But Tess did a really great job." 

"Love stinks." 

The others guffaw, then we focus on the trailer. In those short two minutes and thirty 
seconds, it shows our hard work throughout the year. Many tear up. Some gulp down the 
booze to celebrate. 

When it’s over, a round of applause echoes across the bar. 

"Kwanjai, you're amazing." Upon hearing that, she puffs out her chest and does the 
dolphin dance, her signature move back when she was a TokTak star. 

"Kita appears for one second." 

"And two for Fuse. Only his ears. | wanna boo you until I’m out of breath." 

Their bickering is hilarious. The hope to appear as much as the lead actors is 
crushed, but they're satisfied they get to showcase their charming aura to everyone. 

"Don’t fight. You both will be famous from this movie." Though they die in the trailer... 


"That’s what we want to hear, Kwanjai." 

"Cheers to our movie. Cheers to Romantic Non-Comedy." Up rises and lifts his 
glass. 

"Yeah!!!" 

I've seen them since the beginning. The failure, the reunion, the struggle until the 
movie is about to be released. No matter what the outcome is, whether it will succeed or 
not, it’s worth our decision to create it. 

| cant believe we have made a romance movie. 


And love actually happened. 


This feels like a Deja Vu. 

The premiere last year was full of reporters from many agencies standing by. This 
year is similar as the press conference is held in front of an indie theatre, with reporters 
and a small yet exquisite backdrop. The only difference is only a few reporters are here. 

Our movie doesn’t gain much attention. | suppose it’s due to the new lead actors, 
the low budget, and the type that aims for awards rather than popularity. Nonetheless, we 
predicted this. 

Friend Credits and the crew gather in the open space in front of the theatre. 
Jubjang and Dol are also here to support us with a bouquet as always, showing immense 
support from the Association of Thai People in Different Universe. 


Even if the premiere of our movie doesn’t receive as much attention as the last year, 
our excitement is still high. 

"Let’s take a photo as a memory," Au says. 

"Okay." 

Up is here. Tun is by my side. Where are... 

"Where are Kita and Fuse?" 

"They're giving an interview to the reporters, though the reporters don’t want to 
interview them." How hilarious. Given Tun’s weary face, | feel sorry for the interviewers. | 
volunteer to drag those two hellish buddies here to take a photo with us. 

lts a picture of Friend Credits the day we're surrounded by loads of friends. 

After taking the memorable photo, we enter the theatre and settle on our seats. 
That’s when memories take me back to the past like a time machine. When Long Distance 
Relationship was out, no seat was empty. But, sadly, the number of viewers kept 
decreasing by the day. 

The image of the heartbroken men sitting still in their seats for the last showtime is 
still vivid in my mind. Back to the present, we’re back with stronger hearts. But, deep inside, 
we wonder if it will be well received. 

"Nervous?" 

"A little." Tun holds my hand. The warmth from his palm calms my anxious heart. No 
more words are said. Only the touch of his hand squeezing mine puts me at ease. Once 
the movie has started, it seizes all of our attention. 

| thought | was unfortunate to turn up in this strange universe. 

| thought | wouldn't be able to wait even for a second to go back. 

But when | met them, a group with a dream and genuine passion for something, | 
felt lucky. 

| cry. | cry so hard despite the steamy romantic scene on the screen. | think I’m 
crying really hard, but when | look at my friends in the same row, they're worse than me. 

Au and Up sobs. Tun wipes his tears with his sleeve, his face scrunched up. | crack 
up despite feeling emotional. 

The lively atmosphere replaces the silence when the movie is over. There’s a 
thunderous round of applause from the audience. It lasts for some time. It’s a relief that at 
least some people love our movie. 

Kwanjai and the actors get on the stage to talk about the movie. The Friend Credits 
gang remains in our seats and hands napkins to each other. 

"Even if it doesn’t make much money or get to play in the film festival or win any 
award, lm happy we've tried together," Au starts an emotional conversation. Up adds. 


"You made me want to live to do what | love." 

"And you made me realize what | love," Tun says, looking at me. He’s as romantic 
as the movie. 

"You guys said everything. What do | say now?" It doesn’t have to be unnecessarily 
lengthy or formal. "How about this? We did a good job." 

They all smile at me. 

"Right, we...did a good job." 

Our relationship is simple, but the long path leading us to this point isn’t easy. The 
compliment is for every moment, be it the day our movie flopped or the day we received a 
big round of applause. 


This is beyond our expectations! 

Romantic Non-Comedy was incredibly well received by word of mouth. The profit of 
the second week doubled. It was distributed in more cinemas. In addition, the Friendly 
Movie page praised it so much that Au and Up bawled and kept replaying the clip. 

Now that the movie is out, we finally have free time in our prior hector schedules. 
We're free enough to prepare our hearts for the next project. But now, let us take a long 
break. 

"My legs are numb." | divert my eyes from the feedback on my phone to the man 
resting his head on my lap. 

"You lie on my lap, then." 

"No." | want him to get up, not to rest on his lap. Ugh. 

"So demanding." Listen to him. 

"When?" 

"Now." | ignore him and talk about our current situation. 

"Our movie is getting more popular every day. The fact that it’s ranked second on 
Box Office is beyond our expectations." 

"We're not talking about the movie today. We'll talk only about us." 

"So whiny. Who's the demanding one here?" 

"| am." 

Everyone knows Tun and | are dating except our parents. We're afraid it will be a 
problem when Pakorn and Tess come back. If they fall in love with someone else in the 
future, they won't have to explain it to their families. 

"What do you want to talk about?" | barely catch up with the playing movie, busy 
focusing on him. 


We usually spend our free time at my apartment, not his house. The main reason is 
privacy. We can do whatever we want without being watched. 

And...oy ‘whatever,’ I’m not talking about sex. We cuddle and kiss at times like any 
couples in a honeymoon phase. 

"Let’s guess how we actually look." 

This is one of a few times the tall guy suggests something helpful. | never asked his 
name after we started dating, and it didn’t look like he would tell me soon. | might not know 
his name today, but this guessing game could be a chance for me to get a bit closer to 
the truth. 

"Will | get a reward if | guess it right?" | ask. I'll play even if there's no reward. I’m 
the best at this kind of nosy game. 

"You'll get my love as a reward," he says, even winking at me. 

"| won't play, then. | don’t want that." 

My mood is ruined. 

"lll guess how you look. You can reward me with anything." | hate his unbothered 
face. He offers to play, seeing as | won't. When I’m about to protest, he cuts in, "I think your 
height is somewhere between a hundred and sixty and a hundred and ninety 
centimeters." 

"Wow, your assumption is as broad as two townhouses. There’s no way you'll be 
wrong." 

"You have double eyelids." | nod. The tall guy springs up and does Kwanjai’s 
dolphin dance. Please sit down. You're destroying the image of a famous actor you once 
boasted about. 

"Only two choices. The percent you'll guess it right is high." 

"We'll see. Judging by your character, you have curly hair." 

"How do you know?" Is he psychic? 

"m awesome. Your obvious fashion means you're a hipster. My heart is melting. My 
boyfriend is so cool," Tun compliments me and squirms in shyness. 

"Are you programmed to flatter people?" 

"Come on, it’s a fact." | purse my lips, though I’m a bit happy deep inside to be 
complimented by my boyfriend. No matter how strong—minded you are, there will be a time 
you're shaken and flattered. 

"My turn." 

"Try it." 

"Youre mixed-race." Given the entertainment industry, most celebrities are mixed- 


race of some sort. However, upon hearing my guess, he stares at me before shouting. 


"Boo! Wrong." | hate Tun. Don’t think I'll give up now. 

"You're snub-nosed." 

"Wrong." 

"You have chestnut-shaped lips." 

"No." 

"This one must be correct. You're not as handsome as Buay." 

"Whoa, Buay has a sixty percent of handsomeness. Mine is three—thousand percent." 
Who the fuck would be that handsome? I’m in shock. I'll just continue. 

"You have straight hair." 

"ve had many hairstyles" He's an actor. He must have changed his hairstyle 
countless times in a year. 

"| mean when you were a kid. Were you born with straight hair?" 

"Yes." 

"m right. Yeah!" 

I'm glad as if | got an Olympic gold medal. 

"You're happy with just that?" 

"Let me be proud." 

We play that silly game for about an hour and still can’t imagine each other’s faces. 
Too tired to try, | ask Tun to prepare dinner. It’s nothing extravagant. Today is another day 
we're spending time together. 

At nine, we are stuffed from the dishes we made. Some were fucking delicious. 
Some were fucking awful. After washing the dishes and cleaning the table, we rest on the 
couch to watch a movie. 

"It's quite boring since we're not going outside," | say, observing Tun’s expression. 
He’s choosing a movie on the streaming service with the remote control, his face deadpan. 
My heart sinks. 

"m not bored. The movie we watched in the afternoon was fun." 


"Tell me about the plot." 


Tun cracks a sheepish laugh. | wouldnt be able to answer as well if he asked me. 
He got all my attention. The movie became white noise. 

"Kwanjai recommended a black-and-white movie to me the other day. Wanna watch 
it?" 

"Sure. We've been watching color movies. Try something new with the person | love 
feels nice." | start to read too much into his words. ‘Try something new...’ Shit. | pull myself 
together and shake those wild thoughts out of my head. 


We pick a French movie, a black-and-white film with a similar vibe to Alfonso 
CuarOn’s Roma. 

Fifteen minutes into the movie, the unique low voice breaks the silence. 

"Let’s guess the colors." 

Guessing the colors in a black-and-white movie? That's too difficult. 

"We can't even guess each other's faces. Now we're guessing colors?" | grumble. 

"What's the color of the leaves on that tree?" Not waiting for my response, he uses 
his usual technique by putting on his unbothered face and pointing at the scene on the 
screen. His question is damn silly, though. 

"Fuck you." 

"Hey, language. How can you cuss at your boyfriend?" 

"Cut it out." | hate his cheekiness. | hate how unabashed he is. And | hate when he 
tries to snuggle up against my neck the way he’s doing right now. 

"What about the woman’s shirt?" Tun continues, relentless. It makes me want to give 
it a try. 

"Judging with my eyes and my experiences, I'll say it’s yellow." 

"Not even close. It’s blue." 

"Wait. How do you know that?" Tun immediately raises his phone and smirks. 

"Behind-the—scene photos from the directors personal website. There are hundreds 
of these." 

"Ugh, you're cheating." 

"m not. I'm making you guess. If it’s correct, I'll stay over for the night." | was 
whining. Now my feet twitch because | don’t want him to stay over. It’s inappropriate. 

"Who asks you to stay over? | don’t want that." 

"Why are you smiling, then?" 

"| never tease you when your ears turn red." 

"You can tease me." 

"The bag is made of leather, vintage. It must be brown." | change the subject, 
dismissing that embarrassing topic. Plus, | Know lIl never win in the agreement. 

"Wrong. It’s red." Ugh, they posted this scene. "The fashion in the movie is unique. 
Some materials are no longer used, but they’re spectacular." 

"You're suddenly a fashion expert? You sound so fake." 

"Hehe!" 

"Hehe, my ass." 

"Try again. What about that suit?" 


"Black," | say without thinking, throwing away my knowledge. I'll just guess 
randomly. 

"Wrong. It might look like black, but it’s navy." 

Damn. It reminds me of Sebastian’s suit when he meets Mia for the first time in La 
La Land. In the scene, the light makes his suit look black when it’s actually blue. 

"What about the building in this scene?" Again. He doesn’t stop. 

"Pink." 

"This is your first correct answer. Good job." Huh?! | got it wrong when | was serious 
but got it right when | gave a random answer. 

"Really. More, more." 

"Okay." He pinches my nose as a reward. Why am | serious about this game? "The 
female lead’s high heels." 

"Pink." 

"They're light green. What about the bow on her head." 

"Pink. The scarf is also pink. Over there...the balloons behind the kid are pink as 
well." 

"Did pink pay you to say that?" 

"Nonsense. It’s my favorite color" | smile proudly. Tun rocks my head 
aggressively. 

"Funny. You always use white, cream, beige stuff." 

| almost forgot pink is one of my favorite colors that | often use. Be it the romantic 
scenes in the short movies in my college days, my taste in movies, or when | saw a pink 
vintage car and wished it was mine, but... 

"| really like it. | just don’t think it suits me, so | rarely buy pink things. | like it in my 
mind, you know?" 

| love the color, but it doesn’t need to be mine. That’s how | think. 

"| don’t understand that. | usually express my preferences." 

"Cheesy." 

"Why do you think it doesn’t suit you? | love pink." 

"You're good-looking." 

"It has nothing to do with that." 

"Its a feeling. Its cuteness is out of my league." 

"There’s a hierarchy in colors? Poor you." | have no idea if Tun shakes his head out 
of pity for my mindset or something else. | don’t argue. Then, he says, "Come to think of it, 
maybe it’s pink." 

"What about it?" 


"We've listed all of your preferences and connections, be it movies, food, your 
forever favorite song, or the places you visited. We even looked back to the old memories, 
yet we found no one special or significantly connected to you." 


"But, Talay, you forgot to consider some color..." 

"Right. Perhaps the person with something pink is my portkey?" 

| say without thinking much, not caring about his imaginative speculation. 

"You mean me?" 

"What's your pink stuff, Mr. Tun?" 

He’s covered in other colors. A black tee, blue jeans ripped at the knee parts—the 
high fashion he’s so proud of—and the dark green street brand backpack. None of them 
are my favorite colors. | wonder where he got that confidence. 

"| know what you’re thinking." 

"Where’s your pink?" 

"Here. The mini sand clock like yours." 

Tun takes something out of his pocket. It’s a sand clock similar to the gift he gave 
me, but it’s not a necklace. It’s a bracelet. Moreover, the fine sand inside isn’t white like 


mine. 

It’s pink. 

"| thought you bought one," | whisper, my throat parched. 

"| didnt want to tell you | customized them as couple accessories." 

"The strange part was | requested white sand, but mine somehow turned out 
pink." 


His words put a smile on my face. | lay my head against his neck as | want. 

| think the possibility our speculation may be correct is low, but I’m happy we've 
both tried to be the ones for each other. 

The movie continues playing. At that moment, the old memories in my head start 
playing like a CD player, slowly presenting the past. Although it’s not in order, | can 
process everything clearly. 

Be it... 

The pink light when Tun first entered Pong’s bar. 

The strawberry ice cream he ordered when we looked for locations. 

His favorite boxers the night he was wasted and we spent the night together. 

The bouquet at Busaba’s wedding. 

The small blanket he gave me while working. 


The wish notes. 

The pink trumpet tree that would blossom someday. 

Even the sand clock bracelet in front of me. 

Everything is pink, and all of them have been passed on to me. 

After those scenes replay in my head nonstop with my racing heartbeat, a sensation 


sparks in me. | slowly drape my arms around his waist. The intimacy allows me to hear his 
pounding heartbeat. 


"Talay." 


"Talay." 
When | gaze up, he’s already looking at me. We hold each other's gazes as if all of 
our questions are finally answered. 


Pink is the sign he’s the one I’ve been looking for. 
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"Your order is here." 

Our regular drinks are served on the table. We've become the VIP guests at Pong’s 
bar and are always given special service. Pong serves us food and drinks by himself, and 
we can request any songs. 

"Thank you so much. You were going to take a day off, yet you opened the bar for 
us. The perk of having connections." That’s not even an exaggeration. He sacrificed his free 
day for us. What a dedicated man the world wishes for. 

"No biggie. Think about it. Without you guys, would my bar have become famous 
and almost fully booked every day like this?" 

Looking back, the turning point in life happened all of a sudden. A short while ago, 
Pong was a bar owner stressed out over bills and craning his neck to the door to see if 
any customers would come. Right now, no more craning his neck. He doesn’t even have 
time to glance at the entrance. 

"Its because you're amazing, Pong." 

"You're absolutely right. I’m so amazing." 

His narcissism gets worse every day. 

| feel proud thinking of Pong’s craft beer recipe. It’s the best-selling product 
everyone asked about. It was sold out and the customers had to pre-order it. Furthermore, 
he developed a recipe with Kwanjai and launched a new flavor. Whoever tasted it said, 
‘Wow, tastes like shit.’ 

Surprisingly, it sold well. 

Since this secret bar became famous from its appearance in many scenes in the 
movie, Pong hired more servers. Though his job has decreased, he never abandons his 
main job: Asking for his customers’ feedback at every table. 

"| wont bother you anymore. Enjoy yourself. Tell me if you need anything." 


"Pong," | call his name. 

"Yes?" 

"Thank you." 

That’s a goodbye. 

The man with a bright smile and optimistic mindset. The man who struggled to feed 
himself and those around him without giving up. | want to thank him for becoming part of 
my life. 

"Anytime, bro." 

Even if the bar is opened specifically for us, Pong provides full entertainment. He 
turns on the music and the beautiful lights to improve the mood as we chat. 

Today is another special day that | will hold close to my heart. We will reveal what 
we have discovered. Tun and | decided to call the significant friends, Puwadol and 
Jubjang, to meet up here. At least, during our bitter or extremely delightful moments, they 
were always by our sides. 

"How do | put it? It feels like yesterday when | talked about my misfortune with 
everyone." 

Time changes. So do many other things in life. Ping and Nan returned to the other 
universe ages ago. Some died. Some got used to living in this universe. Even so, Dol and 
Jubjang remain here and seem unlikely to find their portkeys. 

"You're no longer miserable, aren't you? Seriously, are you in love?" the male nurse 
asks with a playful grin. 

"Is it that obvious? You're talking nonsense." | sip on the beer, not knowing how to 
handle this nervousness. Tun casts his gaze down and scratches the nape of his neck, his 
cheeks and ears turning red. 

My boyfriend blushes really easily. He never changes. 

"Kids these days aren’t bold at all." The way Jubjang shakes her head and speaks 
in a resigned voice takes me aback. 

"m actually very bold." 

Look at Tun. He never yields. 

"How so?" 

"Talay and | are dating." 

Everything happened so fast, with Tun clarifying everything. 

Yeah...you’re freaking bold. We’ve dated for a long while, yet only a few know about 
our relationship. It’s partly because Tun is afraid to be teased. As expected, even if they 
don’t tease us with words, the way they clap heartily makes us nervous. 

"When did it start?" Dol asks. 


"| liked him for a long time. Since..." Tun meets my eyes and pauses to increase the 
anticipation. When he remains quiet, | can’t help asking. 

"Since..." 

My heart drums. Tun has never told me about this, and I’m also not sure when he 
started falling in love. 

Maybe it was our first meeting? 

Busaba’s wedding? 

When we had a big fight at the beach, where he later realized he had fallen for me? 


Yeah, they're all assumptions. Only the truth from the owner of those feelings will 
confirm it. 

"When he walked out of the test room looking like shit." 

Fuck you! My imagination is ruined. Was that a romantic scene that got you 
blushing? What the hell was | waiting to hear? 

"Wowww, congratulations, you crazy—in—love boys." 

What a surprise. Someone feels touched, especially Jubjang, who cries out loud. 

"| knew something was up." | hate the male nurse's gaze. "Jeez~ Now that you're in 
love, you have the strength to continue living here. This is good news." 

"Oh...1 forgot to tell you one more thing," | start, seeing the chance. 

lts the purpose of our meeting today. As | have no clue when | will return to my 
universe, | wish to spend every second worthily of the apology, gratitude, and goodbye. At 
least | won't regret not doing this while | can. 

"Actually, the person I’ve been looking for is Tun." 

"What? Tun and you?" 

"Yes." 

"Hand on my chest. Foot on my forehead. How surprisinggggg." How do you put 
your foot on your forehead? | can’t picture it. I'll leave it to Jubjang’s creative imagination. 
"Let me sing this. And we finally found each other~" 

She never misses a chance to play jokes. 

"That’s old." Dol rolls his eyes in weariness. 

"Give me a break. lve been here for so long that | forgot every song from my 
universe. The wedding song is out of the question." 

"Same here. | have no girlfriend. | don’t know if l'Il ever have a chance to play a 
wedding song like others." 

"Puwadol, why don’t we try dating?" Her eyes sparkle, unlike Dol’s. 


"| suggest you drop that thought. There are better men out there for you. I’m no 
good, horrible, and gluttonous, dirty, not romantic, and busy. | can’t take care of anyone." 

"Just tell me you don’t want to date. So annoying." | crack up at her expression and 
high pitch. A second later, her keen eyes flick to the man shaking his hips at the counter 
bar. "Is the owner single?" 

"He’s married with a kid." 

"Forever heartbroken," Jubjang sighs in resignation, then she becomes cheerful 
again. "Say, what’s the sign?" 

"Pink. Tun has something pink, my favorite color." 

"m confused even more. Many people own pink things," Jubjang says, stuffing her 
nose with an inhaler. The crazier thing is the inhaler is pink. I’m stunned. 

"It's more than that. | can’t explain, but his pink possessions were all passed on to 
me." 

"Like this?" Not giving up, Jubjang holds out her inhaler to my nose with a 
determined face. Seriously, how long is she going to play around? 

It was unintentional for Tun. She gave it to me purposefully. 

"Its a special feeling." | wipe off my sweat. 

"Okay. You definitely have no such feeling for me. What about you, Tun? What 
matches you with Talay?" she asks the tall guy opposite her. 

"m not sure." 

"Are you kidding meeeee?" 

Jubjang hits her own chest, her eyes widening in disbelief. It’s a question | asked 
Tun before, but we're yet to get the answer. One thing is for sure, we don’t know each 
other in the other universe. 

"We're trying to find the answer." 

"Ah! Maybe your hunches are right," Jubjang sums up after pulling herself together. 
"My question is, Tun and Talay have known each other for a long time. What will unlock 
your ability to dream?" 

"Tun guessed it was love." 

"You two are in love and still here. Fate plays too many tricks sometimes." 

"Its already weird that we're in strangers’ bodies," the male nurse points out after 
listening for a while. 

"Right. What are you going to do now?" 

"We'll live like this until the day comes." That’s all | can say. 

Since | woke up in Tess’s body, | got through loads of things. My initial goal was to 


do whatever it took to return to my universe to be a colorist. However, after some time, this 


universe gave me an opportunity to try and follow my dreams. | fought on until | achieved 
them one by one and the pain of living in an unfamiliar place subsided. 

As for Tun, he fled from the chaotic world to a place where no one knew him. He 
got to have friends and a family he had longed for. When he returns home one day, | 
believe he wont lose it all. At least he will have those precious memories he can’t find 
anywhere else. 

We might have had different goals at first, but we're satisfied with the way things 
are now. | think that’s enough. 

"Since you don’t know if it will be today, tomorrow, or any day in the future, you 
should say goodbye to the people around you. | don’t want you to regret it later." That’s a 
piece of advice from the older person. 

"Yeah. That’s why we want to thank you both today." 

"What a jackpot. Can we not get emotional? | don’t want to cry." 

Jubjang holds my hand. She squeezes and releases it for a moment before taking a 
deep breath, inevitably waiting to hear a goodbye in advance. 

"The day | woke up and learned | was in a different universe, | felt lost. Because of 
you, | had hope," | say this to Dol. He was the one pulling me out of my sadness. | turn to 
the woman before me. "| got to meet you and the Association of Thai People in Different 
Universe. When | had a hard time, all of you were always ready to help and listen to me 
until | got through everything." 


"This feels like my second home. This home isn’t defined by the presence of my 
parents but all of you." 

"You said you wouldnt get emotional." 

Jubjang brushes off her tears. Tun, not holding back, joins the emotional scene. 

"| didnt fancy the idea of returning to my place at first. When | got here, | figured 
out what my life truly wanted. Thank you for being my comfort zone all this time." 

"lve said goodbye to so many people, both happy and sad goodbyes. I’ve been 
telling myself to get used to it. But you know what? After all these years, | can never get 
used to it." 


"We cant hinder goodbyes and losses. | only hope that..everyone has a good 
life." 

No one in the group has ever left and returned to this universe to tell us how happy 
they are. It’s like we die, gone forever. That’s why his blessing makes me tear up. 

Just have a good life. 


It might be painful if | am incredibly happy but unable to let them know. It might be 
painful because | will never know how they will be doing. | can only hope. 

..| hope the people | know and love have good lives. 

"If you can return home, think of me at times, okay? | wish you luck." 

Dol pats Tun’s shoulder and mine. We give each other a goodbye hug. 

lt would be hilarious if we were still here after five or ten years. We would meet up 
with Dol and Jubjang countless times to be teased about how we couldn't leave. 

Whatever. We don’t know what tomorrow holds. 

But, tomorrow and forever, ‘there will always be us,’ no matter where we are. 

The movie, ‘Romantic Non-Comedy,’ was selected to play at Kan Film Festival. 
Seriously, it kept reminding me of Cannes Film Festival. They would walk on the red carpet 
there, but it was a black carpet here. The skilled actors gathered here in their long 
dresses. 

Our team was super proud to announce to everyone in the country, ‘Hey! Our movie 
is great.’ Is it fun? They have to watch it themselves. 

Though we didn’t win any awards, the existence of this film was Kwanjai’s grand 
comeback. Of course, she never forgets her TokTak era. Those clips will be preserved to 
show her offspring in the future. Buay and the new female lead got famous from their debut 
movie and continuously received offers. Not to mention Kita and Fuse. They appeared less 
than two minutes in the movie, but their Instaqam followers skyrocketed. People call them 
wherever they go. 

Friend Credits, becoming popular, was contacted by a big production house—Tess’s 
father’s company—to write a script for a new project. Who would miss this opportunity? | 
grabbed it without fear that the movie might flop. Since our movie was well-received, 
Tess’s family praised me. Thanin has been asking me to color-grade music videos for 
famous singers. 

How amazing we are. 

We suddenly have fame and attention. Not knowing when it will die down, we need 
to make the most of this chance before it’s too late. 

"How romantic." 

"Right, Fuse. It would've been better if you hadnt lit the mosquito coil." 

"You're tasteless. lts made from herbs. Why are you making a fuss over this 
aromatic scent?" Its smoky. | wonder what is worse between getting mosquito bites and 
being smoked by my friend’s mosquito coil. 

| laugh at Kita and Fuse’s bickering amid the cool air in Kanchanaburi. 


As our movie was selected to play at Kan Film Festival, my friends and | drove our 
bus studio to the private villa. Tonight is our last night here before heading back to 
Bangkok. Tun initiated this silly idea for all of us to get some fresh air in the open space at 
the front. 

"The bonfire reminds me of when | went to Boy Scout camp," Au muses with a 
content face. He’s probably used to the smell of mosquito coils. 

"Erm...our bonding time is ruined. Can you bring up anything else but Boy Scout 
camp?" Up says, rubbing his arms as if it’s a horrifying experience for him. 

"A volunteer camp, then." 

"We were ordered around like slaves. I’m not into that." 

"What do you want?!" 

"So annoying. What a stupid argument. Anyway, did no one bring some high-quality 
wine?" 

"You're the worst among us, Mr. Fuse." 

The Friend Credits gang addresses Kita and Fuse with ‘Mr.’ They are called politely 
as they funded the movie. The gang cusses at them sometimes as they're friends 
nonetheless. 

"Don’t mess with an actor of a billion-earned movie. You'll be in trouble." He has the 
nerve to say that despite the total profit being less than fifty million. I’m so done. 

The number exceeded our expectations compared to our budget. Plus, we can 
make use of the fame we’ve obtained further. 

"Now that you’ve mentioned it, how have you been?" Up starts. 

This is the reason for our bonfire gathering tonight. 

To catch up with each other and talk about our dreams. 

"Me?" Fuse thinks, rolling his eyes around. "I’m a favorite child now. My parents saw 
my potential, so they planned to send me to study acting abroad." 

"Nice. You'll go international." Kita is always selling dreams. He flatters Fuse so much 
Fuse is about to ascend. 

"No need to point out that fact. You keep complimenting me. Tell me about your 
achievement." 

"l'm moving out to start anew with my own feet," Kita says with a smile. 

| feel attached to Kita. We've slept side by side almost every night, so | know he 
isnt on good terms with his family. He constantly fights with his parents and doesn’t get 
along well with his brother. | know this friend wants nothing more than freedom. 

Regardless, I’m happy with his decision. Humans’ relationships are complicated, and 
not all endings must be a happily ever after. Some rejoice in choosing their own paths and 


take pleasure in that. 

We don't need to be too close. We can step away a little bit to leave room for 
personal space, just enough to occasionally show each other’s goodwill. 

"| dont know how long my passion will last. But now, my career as an actor gave 
me a goal, something ld never had before, so | want to keep going until I’m no longer 
passionate about it." 

"My friend is a decent man now." | pat his shoulder, genuinely happy with every step 
he takes. If he gets tired, l'Il be here with open arms until the day fate sends me home. 

"Shut up, Tess. You were worse than us, and we could bear with you." 

"| bore with your snore every night. We're even." 

"What about the three of you? | heard you are fucking sought-after. Got something 
to brag?" He changes his target to the other guys once we're done arguing. 

"Sought—after? I’m not even richer than before." Up replies simply, shrugging. "When 
our movie flopped, | thought I’d try writing something else if scriptwriting took me nowhere. 
| still think like that, you know. Trying something new. Meeting new people." 

"Write sexual poems. It’s your talent." 

"Sounds good. Thank you, Au." 

"Give me money when you're famous." 

"Piss off. Don’t expect shit from me." 

"You're the pride of Friend Credits." 

"You guys are also my ultimate pride." How touching. | feel like bursting into tears 
but stifle them. 

Everyone turns their attention from Up to Au. 

"|..have the same thought as Up-pree. | love writing. lIl do whatever it takes to stay 
on the path | love. You guys can rest assured that | will not regret my decision." 

"lll write sexual poems. You can write..." 

"Write what?" 

"Your name on your tombstone." 

"You asshole. Will it kill you to not mess with me for a day?" 

We all laugh and go silent, then turn to the man beside me. 

"Tun." 

| automatically sit straight, my eyes locked on him, waiting with anticipation. 

"| used to be bored of my repeated routine. | was so bored that | wouldn’t move my 
body, but when | met you guys..." He sweeps his eyes over all of us and meets my gaze at 
last. "and you." 

"m going to barf. Go and love each other somewhere else." 


"Can | continue?" 

"Go ahead." 

"Spending time with you guys made me feel appreciated. It showed me how nice it 
was to wake up and have someone waiting for me." 

| understand. It’s what he always longed for. 

In the other universe, Tun is an actor with fame and fortune. He thought he had it 
all, but he actually missed something. And that something could never be found anywhere. 
A family. 

"You guys even made me realize what | truly want. Thank you so much." 

"Oh, someone just wiped off his tears." | tried to hold it in but failed. 

"Aw, I’m so touched. It’s like I’m in a romance movie." Kita plays along to save me 
from the embarrassment. My boyfriend wraps his heavy arm around my neck and pulls me 
to his chest. 

"Your shirt will be wet." 

"It’s okay. You can do it." | like the way he is, warm and kind. | bury my face in his 
chest to wipe the tears off my cheeks. Once clean, | pull back to tell them my dream. 

"Everyone has their best scenes. What’s yours?" 

"Can it not be my best scene? Just a normal scene." 

"Just say it." 

"| love colors." 

"But you studied BA." | glare at Kita. He’s always interrupting jovial moments. 

"That was my dad’s idea." 

"Go on. | won't cut in anymore." 

"My life was plain. | set a goal and tried to accomplish it as fast as possible." 

My ultimate dream is to become a colorist. | studied hard as a student and landed 
a job at my dream company after graduation. My goal after that was to grow on my career 
path. 

It’s different here. Nothing was planned. Everything was sudden. Even so, it helped 
me grow. 

| studied BA, assisted the scriptwriting team, searched for locations, pitched our 
projects to the funders, color-graded a movie, and even made a low-budget film. We had 
only a small backdrop at the premiere, yet | was very proud of it. 

"When | met you guys, | learned the word ‘journey.. We faced obstacles, took a 
break, looked for new goals, and returned to our passion when ready." 


"Chasing dreams was no longer boring. It was beautiful. Thank you for coming into 
my life." 

More importantly, during this journey... 

| found love. 

"Well, we’re Friend Credits." 

"And we're the best." 

The conversation about our future dreams is over. It’s time to read the wish notes. 
Though the pink trumpet tree has grown tall, we brought the whole pot here. 

We start with Au. He’s the luckiest person because only one of his three wishes 
hasnt come true. 

"| hope my ex texts me," he reads, pouting. What a pathetic sight. 

"Wow, the sky would fall if it happened. Mo has moved on across the galaxy." 

"What’s your point? Wanna do some boxing with me, huh?" 

"Oh, no. | prefer black—belt—level Taekwondo." 

Without fail, Au and Up argue until someone wins. | watch them bicker until they’re 
done. It’s finally time for the rest of us to read our wishes. 

"Two of my wishes haven't come true. The first one is, | hope Warters Sis. contacts 
us. The other is to win a lottery first prize." 

"You won't give up on the lottery, huh, Up?" 

"Mind your own business." 

Before they fight again, | talk about mine. 

"Two of my wishes came true recently." 

"Spill! We're curious." 

"The first wish is for our movie to succeed. It came true." It’s successful in both 
reviews and the profit, totally beyond expectations. 

"What's the other?" 

| originally wrote, ‘| hope to find my portkey.’ | can’t read that aloud because it will 
confuse them. Thus, | change one part. 

"| hope to find someone | love." | think Tun knows he’s the one I’ve been looking for. 
"| found that person." 

"Barfffff." 

"Lover stinkssss. Is this the journey you meant, Tess?" 

| smile, not answering. | fix my eyes on the charming reddening face in 
satisfaction. 

"The last pink note." Up reaches for it, but its owner is faster. He rushes in and 


snatches it, making the tree shake. 


His reaction stuns everyone. 

"This one is for Tess," Tun says, shoving the crumpled note in my hand. 

"You wrote one wish, and it belongs to Tess? Why? Is it a secret?" 

"Yes." 

"Bummer." 

Up doesn’t pester Tun. He moves on to the next activity, partying comfortably in this 
incredible atmosphere. | can't find the right time to read the note from the tall man. Frankly, 
| want to share this special moment with him later, so | keep it in my pocket. | enjoy snacks 
and beer, then it’s time for the heartbreaking moment: A goodbye in advance. 

Since Tun and | discovered we're each other's portkeys, we've been spending time 
with everyone as much as possible. We said goodbye to our seniors, colleagues, and 
families. Finally, we have to say goodbye to...them. 

They are our happiness and misery in every moment. 

"It seems we’ve grown so much compared to the last year. We have our own paths. 
I'm afraid we will be apart someday." 

| start after gulping over and over. Heart-sinking...is the only word that can describe 
my feelings. 

I'm afraid of the future without them. 

I'm afraid I'll be lonely and have no one to talk to. 

"It won't be easy to drink together again. Some of us might not have time to pick up 
the phone or even text back that we’re doing okay." 


"One of us might build a family. One of us might be happy working. One of us 
might travel really far" This wonderful time might never happen again. "When that day 
comes, will we be able to accept it?" 

I'm not sure what kind of answer I’m expecting. My friends might never think about 
these things at all. 

"lll miss you guys a lot." 

"lll pick up my phone." 

"lll text you back." 

"No matter how far | go, | can fly back to see you all." 

If | could see Up when | missed him, if | could pick up Au’s calls, if | could read 
Kita’s texts, if | could see Fuse somewhere in the other universe, it would be nice. 

But fate doesn’t allow that. 

As I'm lost in thought, the unique low voice brings me back. 


"We have no clue if we can keep our promises in the future." 


"But, trust me. No matter how long, the sadness and longing at this moment will 
remain. | just hope that, when you look back, you will see the happy days like today." 

We smile. We sing. We hug. 

Everything that has happened is our precious, unforgettable memories. 

Me, Tun, whose name is still a secret, Au, Up, Kita, and Fuse. 

‘Us.’ 

| bawl until my eyes get swollen. My friends laugh, wondering why I’m so emotional. 
As | can't tell them the real reason, | change the subject. 

Our happy time ends at three in the morning. Wasted, the guys crawl back inside 
the villa to sleep. Tun and | are the only ones out here. We lie down on the mat to sleep 
together until morning. This is all | want. 

"Were you secretly crying? You'll get a headache from crying too much." | quickly 
wipe off my tears and flip on my side to meet eyes with the man next to me. 

"No." 

"Your snot is all over the pillow." 

"Nonsense." 

"The stars are beautiful tonight." 

"Are you imagining them?" 

"Come on, play along." 

It’s a starless night, not one sparkling. And yet, Tun, as cheeky as he is, creates his 
own stars. | love how he’s naturally like this and makes the depressing time quickly pass 
by with a few words. 

"Tun, you asked me about your color from my point of view. | know the answer 
now." 

| owe him the answer from when we were on the rooftop café. | still remember how 
expectant he was during the conversation, but | had no answer. 

"Really?" His round eyes sparkle. He moves closer to me. 

"Its the first color of Rawi’s Palette...This color makes me love, long for something, 
feel warm, laugh aloud, bawl, everything...It’s pink." 

Pink is my favorite color. | kept it a secret, believing it didn’t suit me. Just like love 
that | actually yearned for. | thought | wasn’t made for love, so | pushed this feeling deep 
inside and focused on my work, friends, and those around me. 

Nevertheless, the second this man stepped into my life, | knew it was love. The pink 
color | had been hiding. When | opened my heart, | fell head over heels. 


He’s my favorite person. 

He’s my favorite color. 

And | desire to match with him. 

"Shy." 

"Why this name?" 

"Because you're a shy man, and it’s freaking adorable." 

The man before me smiles and strokes my cheek softly as if to lull me. 
"Thank you. | like this name the most." 


"| suddenly feel like an important figure of the word somehow." 

"You're exaggerating." 

Just by seeing his happy face, all the overflowing thoughts in my mind slowly calm 
down. | let him stroke my cheek. My eyes are nearly closed, but | force myself to stay 
awake. 

"Tun, do you remember when we racked our brains thinking of the movie 
ending?" 

"Your face was intimidating when you argued with me. Why wouldn't | 
remember?" 

"You didn’t understand the words, ‘Up for discussion.’ " He laughs. 

"Why are you thinking about it?" 


"| wonder what our ending will be." 


"Like Call Me by Your Name, when Elio picks up Oliver’s call? 
Like when Mia enters Sebastian’s bar to exchange a smile in the end? 
Like the ending of Long Distance Relationship, where two people reunite after years 


apart just to say, ‘Hi’?" 


"We expect a happy ending, but the reality isn’t that simple." 

Again, lm afraid of the future and all sorts of things. 

Given our different careers and lifestyles, we might become strangers in the other 
universe. | might not be able to visit him one day just to chat about silly stuff overnight. We 
won't be the same... 

"| prefer the ending of our latest movie." 

His words take me back to the filming of our latest movie. It’s the scene where the 
two main characters will never meet again, and the protagonist still thinks of the old 


times. 


"Talay, the line goes, ‘Even if we're not together tomorrow, you will be here...’ " 
"In my memory.’ " 

That’s the dialogue in the movie. 

And yes, that’s what he’s telling me. 

My eyes are about to shut in a second. Even so, | want to remember his face for as 
long as possible before it all becomes memories forever. 


| remember | fell asleep next to Tun. Why am | here? 

The waves. The white sand. The familiar atmosphere. 

Right! I’ve been here before. | walked on this beach with the guys. The secret island 
| wish | could revisit countless times. | can’t believe I’m here today. 

‘Talay.’ 

Someone calls my name. His voice is unfamiliar. It’s not Au, Up, or Tun. 

‘Talay...’ 

| step forward, then quicken my pace until I’m running to find the voice owner. No 
matter how far | go, it’s all empty. | stand in place, not knowing what to do. A moment later, 
a light shines, slowly covering every inch of the beach. 

What's happening? | suddenly can't move. The only thing | can do is stare into the 
light, then everything in front of me disappears. 

GASP!!! 

My ears are ringing. lm panting. My eyes open widely to the sunlight of the new 
day. It takes a while for my eyes to adjust. 

It was all a dream. 

| dreamed...for the first time in two years. 

Overwhelmed by excitement, | want to deliver this good news to the man beside 
me. Luckily, he’s still here, sleeping beside me like hours ago. 

"Tun..." | touch his arm with my trembling hand and shake him awake gently. 

| hear him mumbling in response. He slowly opens his eyes a moment later. Our 
eyes meet, and the man before me jerks up, startling me. 

"What’s wrong?" 


"You dreamed as well, right?" | ask straightforwardly but receive no reply. 
He presses his lips together and stares at me without averting his eyes. And | 


know...something has changed. 


The joy in my heart fades. Only emptiness remains. 
This is not him, the man | love. 

"You're back?" 

| don’t Know why my tears fall as | say that... 
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Fate played a trick on us, separating us without offering a chance to say 
goodbye. 

| suddenly dreamed. It was a weird dream, then | woke up to learn the bad news. 
Pakorn, the original body owner, came back out of the blue. As well as the questions in my 
head. Aren't we each other's portkeys? Why did he leave first? 

My body freezes. My contentment earlier is destroyed. My wishful thinking is a joke. 
Maybe we’re simply two strangers bumping into each other with no connection. 

"How did you come back?" 

Questions swirl in my head. | still can’t believe everything is real. 

"| dreamed one night after a while. It was a location where we filmed a movie,” he 
says in a tardy voice, his face emotionless, yet | sense the pain he’s not expressing. 

"And?" 

"It happened so fast. | slipped and fell into the water, thinking | would die. Before | 
knew it, | woke up here." 

"Alone?" | ask expectantly. Pakorn might have returned with his portkey, and that 
person might enlighten me or help me go back to my universe. 

"Yeah, I’m back alone. If he had come back...he would've been in front of me right 
now." 

nal 

I've never thought the answer would be this shocking. While Tun and | were 
together, our original bodies also met in the other universe. 

Having learned the truth, | bombard Pakorn with questions. | tell Pakorn my real 
name. We get to know each other briefly before | discover the fact about the other 


universe. 


The Association of Thai People in Different Universe doesn’t exist in my universe. 
Pakorn and Tess had to get through everything on their own until fate brought us to each 
other again. 

"Pakorn, let me ask you another thing." 

"Okay." 

There’s something I’ve been curious about and haven't learned the answer. 

"Do you know his name?" 


"The body owner." 

The man | love. The man I’m attached to. The man who has been my everything for 
two years in this unfamiliar universe. 

"| do. His name is..." 

The guys are up. Everyone helps each other pack up for our trip back to Bangkok, 
though they seem curious about Pakorn’s and my expressions and mannerisms. 

"Tess." 

"Hmm?" | reply, not looking at Fuse. 

"We hide nothing from each other, right?" | nod, not speaking. He cracks a happy 
smile as | feel like crying. "What does the note Tun gave you say?" 


"m not prying. Just want to stick my nose in your business." 

"What's the difference?" 

Seeing my serious expression, Fuse drops it and catches up with the guys 
gathering on the other side. Judging from the air around them, they must have been dying 
to know and sent someone to sound me out. 

| don’t care about their game because the only thing in my mind is Tun’s message 
before he left. 

| reach into my pocket and take out the crumpled pink note. | hesitate out of fear, 
but | muster up my courage to unfold it. 

It's his handwriting, the one | always tease about how bad it is. This familiarity gets 
me on the verge of tears. 

He wrote my name carefully. 

He once wrote my preferences and identity by himself. 

And now, Im reading his confession, the last message that breaks down the barrier 
of my emotions. 


‘At the glasshouse that day, | learned how to fall in love because of you.’ 


He once joked about how he fell for me when | left the test room in a terrible state 
when those feelings actually bloomed at a different time. 

The beautiful warm white-yellow light. The superb meal. The fragrance of the flowers 
around us. His heart—fluttering words. 

A second later, | realize parting can happen anytime. 

Is this pain? 

To the person who came to me and couldnt be mine, if we have a chance to meet 
again, | wish to say... 

Thank you for every moment. 

Someone says parting is sorrow. 

To me, it can’t be compared to parting without saying goodbye. 

To avoid repeating my mistake, | took care of everything once I’m back in Bangkok. 
| officially said goodbye to Pakorn, the family, and my friends again before revisiting the 
secret island, telling everyone | needed some rest. 

Unfortunately, instead of arriving at the destination as hoped, | encountered by the 
storm. They couldnt sail their boats. ld been restless for days. When | had hope, it was 
crushed because the secret island got shut down indefinitely. 

I'm like a madman, driving back and forth between Bangkok and the other province 
for months. I’m anxious. I’ve become someone who abandons everything for one goal. After 
days, fate seems to be done messing with me and gives me another chance. When the 
secret island reopened, | rushed there immediately. But when | arrived, my head was 
empty. 

| didn’t Know how to go there. 

| was afraid | wouldn't successfully walk across the sea like the first time. If | died, 
everything would be over. | simply waited on the beach, sitting quietly with hope. When it 
got dark, | went home just to come back again the next day. 

Until today... 

| dont count what date it is. All | know is | start to feel really tired and hopeless. | 
finish the beer | bought to soothe my heart before lying helplessly on the white sand. | 
grumble over all sorts of things. If we’re meant to be, why am | still here? 

Why am I not the chosen one? 

( Rerr — — Rrr ==) 

My phone buzzes. | fumble over the sand to deal with that nuisance. Seeing my 
best friend's name, | pick up the call so he won't be worried. 

[Tess, where the fuck are you?] The uneasy voice echoing in my ears makes me 
feel bad. 


"The secret island." 

[Tell me what’s wrong. Do you feel better running away like this?] 

"m not running away." 

[You fought with Tun, right? | can help you patch things up with him. Just say it.] 
Kita has no clue the person he sees almost every day isn't the same Tun. What am | 
supposed to do except nothing? [Did you guys break up?] 

"It felt like that anyway." Because we’re not together. 

[Tess, did Tun wrong you?] 

"No," | deny, tears falling down uncontrollably. "He’s been really nice to me." 

Our time spent together was precious. | miss his smile, scent, mischief, cheeky 
remarks, determined face, and how caring he was to listen to something he wasn't 
interested in. That’s the unchangeable answer. 

"| love him, Kita." 

[...] 

"I still love him." 

[Come back and talk to him, then.] 

"| wish | could." Terribly. | just don’t Know how. "Do you think Tun is still waiting for 
me?" 

| ask him like an idiot, having no idea what | expect to hear. 

[I know he loves you. He's always loved you even before you realized you loved 
him. He'll wait for you without a doubt.] 

Kita’s words give me comfort. He’s a good listener. | once said he sucked at giving 
advice. I’m taking back my words now. 

"Kita, thank you for everything." 

[No problem. We're friends. ] 

| smile before he hangs up. 

My blurry vision from the tears slowly adjusts. Before | know it, the sky has changed 
colors. My feet on the sand feel the coldness of the seawater, indicating it’s time to go 
home as always. However, my body doesn’t comply. | lie back down. 

Ten more minutes. Just ten more minutes... 

| slide my eyes shut, giving myself a chance to be alone for a while to miss him as 
much as | want. My best friend’s words and my own wishful thinking replay in my mind. 

| hope he waits for me in the other universe. 

Knock, knock, knock. 

| no longer feel the waves and the cool breeze blowing at my face. On the contrary, 
it feels so hot that | force my eyes open. 


Is it already morning? I’m not at the same location. 

Knock, knock, knock. 

"Talay, wake up." Hold up! The knocks on the door. The familiar voice. The moldy 
ceiling. It’s been a while, but | know I’m back in my universe. 

This is the house | grew up in, and that was my mom's kind voice waking me up 
every day. 

| have no clue how | got back. Fuck that. Finally...Yeah!!! 

| spring out of my bed and jump for joy, shaking the whole building. | run to the 
door, open it, and hug the woman in front of me so tightly that she protests. 

"Mom, I’ve missed you." 

"What’s wrong? Go take a shower and get downstairs." 

| nod obediently, not forgetting to observe everything. The old bathroom and my 
closet. Nothing has changed, and I’m not complaining. After taking care of my business, | 
jog downstairs as | always did in the past. 

My house is a four-story commercial building. On the first floor is my mom's food 
stall. Before it’s open, the whole family will have breakfast at the dining table. 

"What do you want for breakfast?" Mom shouts, skillfully holding a spatula, her 
favored equipment. 

"Stir-fried meat with basil." 

"Talay..." My mom's eyes widen in disbelief. What happened with my life in the past 
two years? 

"You haven't craved it for years. You're being strange today." Did Tess eat 
something out of the ordinary? Whatever. l'Il devour everything now that I’m here. 

"I've missed your food." 

"| cook for you every day." 

| hug her slim figure and bury my face in her back with undying longing. We 
havent seen each other for years, yet she doesn’t look older at all. She's as strong and 
agile as ever. 

"Don't cling to me. Go sit." 

| am going to wait in my regular seat at the round table when my eldest brother 
descends the stairs. | immediately rise and charge toward him. 

"Tonnam, give me a huggggg." | embrace my brother so tightly he screams. 

"What the hell?!" 

"I've missed you." 

"You lashed out at me yesterday." 

"Who would have done that? Were you dreaming?" 


"Dreaming, my ass. You're pretending to forget now that it’s a new day. Anyway, why 
are you dressed like this?" 

"Huh? This is how I’m usually dressed." | took these clothes out of my ten-year-old 
closet. How are they different? 

"Your style reminds me of the old days when you were into minimalism." 

"Wait! How have | been dressed?" | feel uneasy, afraid Tess did something weird. I’m 
horrified just by thinking what he could have done to my body. 

"Jeez~ Whats for breakfast, Mom?" Tonnam shakes his head, not answering, and 
asks Mom softly. 

Overwhelmed with questions, I’m driven to find the answer on my own. | go to the 
new version of Instagram—I| have no idea how long its been changed—and discover the 
truth. 

TA-DAH!!! 

Lace tops. Floral pants. Oh, round—necked sleeveless collar shirts with colors so 
bright they hurt my eyes. | remember them well... 

Tess stole my mom’s clothes! 

Wow, he’s become a trendsetter with over a hundred thousand followers. Seriously, 
I'm stunned. People praise him in the comment sections as if he’s an idol. 

"Talay, you took two hundred baht from me. Pay me back within today." I’m still in 
shock when my middle brother walks down and glares. 

"| didnt borrow it." 

"Mom, listen to him. I'll never lend you money again." I’ve missed the chaotic vibe of 
our commercial building. Simultaneously, I’m astounded by the reality in the present. "What's 
with you dressing like that? Are you job hunting?" 

"Job hunting? I’m going to work." What a pain. | was a colorist before | died. Now 
that I’m back, l... 

| freeze before finishing my thought, feeling hot from my face to the tip of my 
hair. 

"You got a job?" 

"L...’m a colorist." 

Everyone looks confused. Even Mom holds her spatula in the air. 

"Am | still working at BFB?" 

"Good grief. Are you possessed or something? Why are you not making sense?" 
Saichon scratches his head and sighs. "They fired you ages ago." 

"Huhhhhhh? What have | been doing?" 


"Get a hold of yourself. You have a hangover?" He pats my cheek as if he can’t 
believe his brother remembers nothing. 

"| have a hangover. | don’t remember anything. What’s my job?" 

"A celebrity manager." 

"Huhhhhhh?" 

"You were fired." 

"Huhhhhhh?" 

"When will you get a job? I’m sick of you leeching off of Mom and Dad." 

| used to cry until my eyes were swollen because | wished to return home. Now that 
I'm here, | feel like bawling. 

My dreams and hopes. It’s all over. 

| remember a man’s name well. | even remember how he looks. 

We once got to know each other, became friends, and fell in love without knowing 


how we originally looked. When we returned to our universe, a lot of things changed. 

| know him. 

But we're not friends. It’s even hard to go and greet him. 

It’s impossible to simply approach him and say, ‘I’m Talay, the one who confessed 
to you and whom you confessed to that day,’ because reality is cruel... 

He’s too famous for me. 

No matter how much | love him, | can only watch. 

In my life plan, he’s going to be just a dream. Even so, | can’t move on. | regularly 
visit the building to look at him from afar but never have a chance to approach him. 

During my first days back, | asked those around me until | learned more about my 
life. The important thing is that Tess used to be Pakorn’s manager when his initial manager 
got pregnant. With that information, | quickly searched for her contact and reached out to 
her. | try to find a way to get closer to my lover. 

Unfortunately, | wasn’t allowed to see him as Pakorn’s relationship with Tess was too 
complicated for them to meet again. | assumed they must have had a serious fight before 
going back to their universe. 

| didn’t give up. | continued looking for ways. Gyo was his fan, so she kept me 
updated about his events. | didn’t miss anything. | attended the press conference of his 
new endorsement. | also went to his fan meeting despite barely having money for the ticket. 
| did everything willingly, even if we hadn't had a chance to talk. 

Until... 

‘Hey, this is fake news! | don’t believe it!’ 


Gyo shrieked and squirmed. She calmed down a moment later, leaving only silence 
and her sad face. I’m the only one smiling despite my shattering heart. 

The man | love. 

..He loves someone else. 

His dating rumor is receiving tremendous attention from the media. | have to stop 
trying and start anew on my own. 

It didn’t kill me when | wasn’t in love. | have my friends, family, dream job, and the 
goal | haven't achieved. Im totally fine without him. 

"Hello." 

"We've met." 

I've carried my portfolio back to Behind the Film Bangkok. The moment | sit, | face 
the same senior who interviewed me two years ago. | didn’t expect him to remember 
me. 

"Yeah. Back then...| wasn’t experienced or sure about my passion." 

From what the others said, Tess caused trouble at the studio the most outrageously. 
Besides not working, he messed with the others’ work. 

"What about now?" 

"I’m confident | want to be a colorist." He cracks a smile, viewing my portfolio on his 
computer. 

"The piece | assigned to you turned out great. | like your style. It’s actually unlike 
your previous ones." This is a good compliment. The experiences and lessons that made 
me who | am are from the other universe. 

Meeting excellent and kind people is a precious gift. 

"Thank you." 

"You have skills. The problem is I’m afraid you won't be able to do your job and run 
away again." 

Run away? Tess! | didn’t know. | wish | could teleport to berate him a thousand 
times. | lifted up his life. Why did he pay me back in the totally opposite way? Wahhh. 

"| will never run away again." 

"You promise? Tell us if you’re not satisfied with something. If you want to quit, do it 
properly." 

"Okay." I’m going to cry. 

"| have one question." 


"What's your ultimate goal working here?" 


| got this question in my first interview here. Back then, | told him | wanted to win 
an international award. It’s changed now. 


My goal isn’t big yet not easy. | just have to keep trying and prove myself one day... 


"I want to color-grade the movie of the person | love." 

"Is that scripted? You sound crazy in love." 

He probably thought | meant a director or an actor. | don’t deny it, of course, letting 
him take it that way. 

I've regularly reminded myself that no matter who he loves... 

| will love him always. 

[Pranon] 

It feels like my memory froze six months ago when | hadn't returned to my universe. 
| was a member of the scriptwriting team, Friend Credits. | was my friends’ flatterer, my 
family’s pride, and Talay’s lover. 

When | got back here, everything | had was gone. 

In this universe, everyone knows me. I’m surrounded by heaps of people, yet | feel 
terribly lonely. lm not close to anyone enough to share my daily stories with. I’m left alone 
like | was before. 

| still remember | was glad when | returned home. | tried to find Talay, relying on 
my memory. The first place in my mind was BFB. He said he worked there as a colorist. 
However, when | went there, | learned he didn’t pass the probation period and worked as 
my manager for a while. 

| got closer to finding him. Once | secured his contact, | made my way to his place 
in Nakhon Pathom. On the first floor of the commercial building was a food stall. The 
second floor was his brother's cram school. Everything he described was right in front of 
me. 

My mind was flooded with thoughts. ‘How should | greet him? Should it be the main 
character’s dialogue we wrote? No. | should just smile and say something cool. | would 
sound cheeky as he always teased me.’ 

As | argued with myself, someone walked in. He was a tall man with a white—yellow 
skin tone and curly hair. The appearance was similar to the guessing game we played 
together. His fashion was different from what | thought, though. 

‘Talay...l’m back.’ 

Instead of a delightful greeting, he reacted in a totally different way. His face was 
empty as he said something that took me aback. 


‘I’m not the person you're looking for.’ 

| met Tess in Talay’s body. 

| didn’t understand why we hadn't come back together, and Tess also had no idea. 
| visited him as often as | could. If Talay was here, he wouldn't have to look for me for 
long. 

| waited until days became weeks...and weeks became months, yet there was no 
sign of the person | was waiting for. 

Tess was a moody person, and | understood him. He suppressed so many feelings 
inside until he lost it. He exploded by giving me a straightforward answer. 

‘Talay would have looked for you had he been back. Stop bothering me.’ 

| heard nothing from Tess afterward. 

Since missing Talay and pointlessly waiting pained me, work was the only thing 
distracting me. At least a big project took nearly twenty-four hours of my day. But if my 
schedule was packed, | would beg my manager to take as many jobs for me as 
possible. 

Events, fan meetings, endorsements, and fan service with my partner. | did it all. 
When | got exhausted, | just slept. | wouldn't let myself miss him and be hurt by his 
absence. That way, my life could go on despite the pain deep inside. 

"| left your stuff on the couch. I’m leaving now. See you tomorrow." 

"Thanks a lot." 

| say goodbye to my manager and close the door. | return to the living room and 
see the stacks of gifts from my fans. 

| sweep some off to make room for myself and grab the remote. | keep changing 
the channels, yet no show is entertaining enough. | play an old CD from my collection, 
barely remembering how many times I’ve watched it. All | know is its enough for me to 
remember every dialogue. 

A character in the movie shared my name. It begins with a call to announce the 
result of the entrance exam. 

O-Negative. 

| once asked my mom why she named me after him. She explained that he was a 
human who had both good and bad traits. She hoped | could forgive myself and restart 
when | made a mistake. 

Then, things took a turn for the worse. 

Before my mom passed away from a disease one afternoon, she told me to choose 
what | wanted. 


When you are born, you can’t choose your family or society. Even your name is 
given by your parents. Therefore, my mom didn’t expect me to use the name of her 
preference. She gave me the freedom to choose my own name. 

| used to be called Peun. My first name was Yutthakan. 

Right now, everyone calls me Peun, the nickname my mom loved. | changed my first 
name when | stepped into the entertainment industry. They know me as Pranon. 

Pranon that means the wind. The wind that takes me wherever | desire. 

| should have told Talay. | should have told him before | left. Had | thought for a 
second to tell him before falling asleep, | wouldn't have regretted it like this. 

"Pranon Charanchaiyaroj." 


"Pranon Charanchaiyaroj." 


"Why didn’t | tell him?!" 

The thought irritates me. Letting the movie replay the same scene repeatedly, | go 
to the bathroom and wash up to relieve my frustration. Then, | transfer the gifts from my 
fans to the other room. | often do this when I’m overwhelmed with my own thoughts. The 
exhaustion from moving my body distracts me for a while. 

That’s when my eyes catch something | kept in the room. | usually donate the stuff | 
don’t use, but there’s this thing that has always been here and never been moved. It’s a 
familiar white bucket hat. 

| step through the piles of things and pick the hat up to look carefully, and my 
question is answered. The alpaca was drawn like a llama with goat horns. He even signed 
his name inside. Only one person can draw this... 

I've just learned what the sign indicating he’s my portkey is. | received a gift from 
him in this universe. And in the other universe, he gave me the same exact thing. 

It’s always been Talay. 

[The End of Pranon’s Part] 

"O-Negative is rerun." 

| stand in front of a theatre, looking at the two movie posters taking turns displayed 
on the screen. 

"Ugggggh, Im not letting you choose. You have to watch my handsome babe’s 
movie," Gyo cries out. Despite the dating rumor last week, the blood of a stan is still intense 
as she’s dragged me here. 

"I'm not choosing. | just pointed it out." 


He is Peun, born in 1998. There's only one movie. Now that I’ve seen it back in the 
theatre, | can't help thinking about him. 

"Are you free tomorrow?" 

"Why?" 

"Peun endorsed a new product. See? He’s sold everything, even chicken pops." She 
holds out her phone. His face, smile, and the familiar package of chicken pops. I’m not 
sure how | feel when | look at him. 

"Nice." 

"Nice of you to say that. Will you come with me to support Peun?" 

"We won't get to see him up close even if we go." 

"Don’t you understand feeling happy just by looking?" 

"He’s dating someone." | feel out the die-hard fan. | might get some exclusive 
news. 

"Fake rumor." Gyo’s dispirited face disheartens me. 

"Don't lie to yourself." 


"So what if he’s not single? I’m just a fan who wishes him happiness." 

| wish | could think like her. Perhaps | need time to reach the point where | can 
look at him with happiness and stop feeling sad for being unable to possess him. 

"Why do you like him?" | ask stupidly, wondering how he is in my friend's 
perspective. 

"What?" 

"Why do you like Peun?" 

"m surprised. I’ve stanned him for years and you've just asked." 

"Just answer. 

"He’s handsome, caring, and talented. More importantly, he’s super adorable when 
he’s shy. Whoever sees it just melts." 

"Yeah." Right. His shy smile can make you fall in love. 

"Do you know Peun is going to play in a movie directed by the legendary director?" 
Why wouldn't | know? I’ve kept myself updated more than Gyo. 

"Let me watch the movie with you when it’s out." 

"You fell in love with the angel just like me. Oh, you’re working at BFB, right? When 
will you color-grade Peun’s movie?" 

"m not there yet. | mostly made music videos." 

Gyo pouts. Her dream was to work on Peun’s film set. Since it’s hard to happen, 
she’s expecting me to color—grade his movie instead. | wish | could. | just haven't had the 
opportunity. 


| must be more skilled to be recognized by the seniors or work hard to add to my 
portfolio. No matter what the reason, l'm trying. 

"When will Jo arrive?" 

"Here he is." | point at the tall friend running here from afar, panting, soaked in 
sweat. His untucked shirt and favorite jeans are his signature look. 

"Speak of the devil. You forgot the time?" 

"The set was wrapped up late. It’s a miracle | survived the traffic to see you." Jo 
wraps his arm around my neck and leads me to the concession stand. 

"You like chocolate popcorn. | hate all flavors." 

"So what?" What a lame joke. 

"What about me?" The only girl in the group cranes her neck to join in. 

"Gyo, you said you’d lose weight." 

"| won't. What would | be able to eat if | did that?" | let them fight with their lame 
jokes while repeating the order to the worker. 

"Chocolate popcorn, please." 

Tun loves strawberry popcorn. 

He's not here, so its unnecessary. 

It feels like the old memory overlaps the present one. | see myself in front of the 
counter with a tall, lean figure. Peun in Tun’s body knew me well. | can’t help wondering 
how it would be if we were still together. 

There was a moment | missed him, so | told myself to muster up my courage to 
greet him if a chance occurred. An actor can roll around on the lawn and chat away. An 
actor can visit a food stall to eat his favorite food as we did before. | imagined a lot of 
scenarios, but then | realized | shouldn't do it. 

He’s too far out of reach. 


"Talay, you got a big project." 

"How big?" 

"Super big." | was already excited. My excitement amps up now that he’s making a 
dramatic gesture with his hands. "Our studio got this project. The director loves your style. 
Are you interested?" 

A stack of paper is tossed onto my desk. The details say it’s a megaproject that 
has recently cast the actors. Besides, it’s the movie Gyo mentioned. My heart races. My 
hands tremble. Unable to stay seated, | spring up and shake the man in front of me 
violently. 


"Is this for real? They want me to do it?" 

"Yeah." 

"FIL do it!" 

"Won't you think about it first?" 

"FIL do it." 

"Go ahead!" 

| can never turn this down because it’s the goal | wish to achieve. 

Talay’s Diary 

I'm fucking excited. Diao delivered good news to me today. My effort wasn’t all to 
waste. I'll finally get to color-grade Peun’s movie. | don’t know about the protagonist's role, 
but I’m sure it'll be great. 

| heard Peun took part in scriptwriting. My head was suddenly full of memories with 
Friend Credits. | miss you guys. How are you doing? I’m doing well. Just a bit lonely, but...| 
can take it. 

Months after the filming was wrapped up, | received files to color-grade as the 
editing took ages. Before working on it, | watched the movie a dozen times. | barely 
remembered the story because | was busy looking at someone’s face. 

‘How handsome.’ Six days into color-grading and | still repeated the same thing to 
the computer screen. No wonder why people are smitten with him. But the reason | fell in 
love with him was more than that. Even if we don’t talk to each other, to be positive, | can 
still see him through his performances. | have a chance to see his drastic growth. All | can 
say is, ‘SO proud.’ 

Today was fucking terrible. | suddenly cried on my bed. | hate myself for saving his 
photos. | hate myself for being unable to stop myself from looking at him. How did it turn 
out? | cried like an idiot. 

After the first edition was completed, it was viewed by the production crew for 
improvement. No matter how many people in the theatre were, Peun was the first person | 
saw. He came with a man of his dating rumor. My courage to greet him evaporated. Just 
looking at him from afar made me happy enough. 

Tomorrow is the premiere. I’ve hung my clothes in front of my closet. My fashion is 
as simple as ever, totally my style. | don’t expect anything much. It just feels comfortable to 
wear and reminds me of the hard times | shared with Friend Credits. 

The other reason is it reminds me of Peun, when he smiled at me during those days 
we were in love...That’s all. 

Can we watch the same movie a dozen or a hundred times? 


Yes, if you love it enough. 


Yes, if you're attached to it. 

Yes, if it’s for work. 

And yes...if it’s all of the above. 

A premiere is bound to be hectic. It's crowded. The seats have been taken to the 
point the production crew has to sit at the back, approximately three million kilometers from 
the actors. I’m exaggerating. lm teasing myself so | won't be sad while watching the 
movie. 

| cried very often when color—grading it. | wasn’t sure if the plot was good, the 
actors were excellent, or the colorist was too emotional with his life. But the result was 
complimented by many seniors to the point | couldn't sleep. 

"Amazing." | divert my eyes from the movie to Gyo next to me. 

"What?" 

"The colors and Peun," she says, pouting. | hand a napkin to her, noticing her teary 
eyes. "| like the colors in the romantic scenes despite feeling jealous of the female lead. 
Didn't you quit using this tone, for the record?" 

"| didn’t quit. | just wasn’t into it." 

"You're into it now?" 

"| guess." 

My favorite pastel pink. | wanted to use it in his important scenes. 

"Thank you," Gyo whispers. 

"For what?" 

"For working hard on this movie. Peun is lucky to have you color—grading it." 

"Why are you thanking me? You should thank Peun for being born to be loved." 

Whether he knows or not, I’m happy for him. 

The movie ends with a round of applause. The next activity is the interview. The 
director and the actors will be interviewed by the press and the audience on the stage. | 


can't see Peun clearly from here, so I'll just listen. 

The questions are numerous. | think | have a problem. No matter how the director or 
the other actors answer the press, my attention sticks to only one person. 

My ears suddenly work again when Peun takes the microphone to answer the 
questions. 

| hesitate whether | should raise my hand, but | drop the idea and listen quietly. 

"How is the plot a challenge to you?" 

A journalist asks with a microphone. 

"| relate to this story. The character is similar to me in terms of the state of 


loneliness and waiting and how he has no clue how to overcome it." 


His voice is even and calm. It’s a shame my seat is pretty far. | can't read his 
expression and eyes. 

"We heard you took part in scriptwriting. What made you want to try?" 

"My friends once asked me to write a script together. It was a small project with my 
three other friends. The feelings when | was with them and tried new things were amazing. 
| was recognized. My ideas were applied. When | got a chance, | wished to experience 
those feelings again. But | only wrote the ending of this movie." 

He says with a laugh, and | laugh with him. 

Au, Up, Tun, and the mint green bus studio were precious memories from the other 
universe. 

"Do you plan to write a script for a movie?" 

"| think | will give it a go soon." 

"You did well in the scene where you lie on the beach while looking at the stars. 
Why were you so immersed in this scene?" 

"| felt that way towards someone." 

A clamor. Even | gape in response. 

| don’t want to have wishing thinking. We’ve been apart for a year and never talked 
once. We moved on with our lives without each other. Why would he think of me? 

"Does it include the significant dialogue in that scene?" 

"Yes." 

"Can you tell us about it?" 

"| once said | wanted to wake up and know someone was waiting for me. | asked 
that person if it could be him, and he said yes." 


"In the end, he’s not here." 

"That’s sad." 

"| think it’s happy conclusion. Even though we're apart for a while..." 

Silence falls upon the theatre as he pauses. He glances around, but there’s no way 
our eyes will meet. 

"I hope he will come back to me as promised in the end." 

But one thing is for sure. 

The only thing he asked for. My response with no hesitation. 

"Talay, what’s wrong?" 

| smile. | laugh. Then, my tears trickle down. 

"m happy." 

Right, this is how | feel... 


I’m happy he’s still waiting for me. 


EPILOGUE 


He’s still waiting for me... 


Now that | know, my heart leaps. | can’t do anything else except find a way to meet 
Peun. In the other universe, | remember he mentioned his sister’s café, which he frequented 
after closing time. 

The information on the internet is a great help. It shows me the location and the 
open and close times. The café is closed at ten, so | drive there and reach it at eleven. 

| don't know if I'll get to meet him. I’m risking it. If this time isn’t successful, I'll be 
back and continue until we meet. As | pace forward with overwhelming thoughts, the café 
appears before my eyes. 

The glasshouse structure, the warm white light, and the shadiness from the vines 
give off a similar vibe to the café in the other universe, where Peun and | visited. 

He fell in love there. 

My heart fluttered there. 

The coincidence is beyond belief. | have no idea if the café has always been this 
way or was renovated by the owner. | don't care. | stand still and take a deep breath 
before pushing the wooden door inside despite the closed sign hanging at the front. 

DING~ 

The bell marks the sign of my arrival. 

"Sorry. We're closed." The broad back feels so familiar. He’s sitting at the counter 
bar when he turns around to say it politely. 

The second our eyes meet, Peun is a little bit caught off guard. Meanwhile, I’m 
thinking of how to greet him. 

Maybe... 

"Dang!" 

Good? 


Peun bursts out laughing. He rises and steps closer to me until were a short 
distance apart. 

"Talay." 

"Yeah. Hey, Peun." 

"Talay..." He calls my name in a hoarse voice. 

"What's wrong? Are you so crazy about me that you can’t stop calling my name?" 

"You kept me waiting for so long." 

"But we’ve met again, right?" 

| can't find the right word to describe the feeling of our reunion. All | can do is 
smile. The smile implies that... 

The long wait is over. 

END 


SPECIAL 1 


PRANON 


‘| wonder what our ending will be. 
Like Call Me by Your Name, when Elio picks up Oliver's call? 
Like when Mia enters Sebastian’s bar to exchange a smile in the end? 
Like the ending of Long Distance Relationship, 
where two people reunite after years apart just to say, ‘Hi’? 
We expect a happy ending, 
but the reality isn’t that simple.’ 
"| prefer the ending of our latest movie." 
| still stroked his cheek with my palm. His jet eyes presented all kinds of emotions. 
One of them was love, | supposed. | always thought this way, so | wanted to repay him 
with all | had. 
"Talay, the line goes..." 


"Even if we’re not together tomorrow, you will be here...in my memory." 

Every moment we shared wasn’t worthless. At least every feeling we had wasn’t a 
lie. We were over the moon. We were miserable to the point of tears. We daydreamed. And 
today, it was time to stop messing with him and tell him my real name. Not only for us to 
find each other easily once we could go home. The main reason was | wished to let him 
know everything without hiding. 

"Talay." 

When | called his name, he still smiled despite his heavy eyelids. It was as if he 
was forcing his body to stay active, though he was taken control by drowsiness. 

"Talay..." | repeated. 

His eyes were closed now, so | inevitably put off my plan. | might not be able to 
reveal my name today, but it was okay. | believed there would be a chance tomorrow. 


With that conclusion, | focused on stroking his cheek and stared at his face until we 
both fell asleep. 

Sweet dreams. 

"Peun." 

A high-pitched voice reached my ears and woke me up. It sounded familiar, yet | 
couldn't pinpoint it. 

"Peun, are you okay?" 

| struggled to open my eyes. The sunlight of a new day landed on my face as | 
regained all my senses. | smelt something weird that | didn’t like at all. My body had no 
strength, even if | just woke up. Right! | dreamed last night. 

| remembered watching the sunset with Talay. It was a long and delightful dream. 
When | woke up, however, the person next to me wasn’t him but a middle-aged woman. 

"m glad you woke up. | was dead worried. | was shocked, seeing you fall into the 
water before my eyes." After letting her blabber, my muddled brain slowly processed 
everything. 

What did she mean? 

If my eyes weren't tricking me, wasn’t she my manager? 

| sprang up on the bed from the sudden shock. | looked around and found out | 
was in a hospital with Prang staying here with worried eyes. 

What about Talay? And Friend Credits? 

"Lie down, Peun. You might collapse again if you get up too fast." She carefully 
pushed me back down, but the way my chest heaved was a visible indication of how 
startled | was. 

"Prang." 

"What a relief. You remember me." 

"m back?" 

"Yeah. We filmed in Krabi for a week. You can be hospitalized in Bangkok for a long 
time. | asked for the director's permission." 

It all happened so suddenly. | had been in the other universe last night, but now | 
returned to my original body, my original universe, and the original life | left two years 
ago. 

Despite having said goodbye to everyone, including Pakorn’s family, | regretted this 
one thing: | didn’t reveal my name to the person | loved. | was careless, thinking there 
would be tomorrow, not knowing that... 

There was no tomorrow for me. 


Talay didn’t know my name, so | had to find him myself. 


| made use of my temporary break by visiting the production house, Behind the Film 
Bangkok, remembering he worked here. There, | met one of the colorists. 

"Hello, I’m here to see Talay. Is Talay working today?" 

"Talay..." The colorist cheekily scratched his neck. "There’s one. We called that one 
the chic kid." 

"Yes. That one." It must be him. 

"lll be right back." 

"Thank you." | thanked him with happiness. Seeing me, the interns showed me to the 
couch and took care of me so well with water and loads of snacks. | didn’t pay much 
attention to the snacks, though. My mind was occupied by the man | was waiting for. 

In five minutes, the colorist came back with a small woman trailing behind. 

"Here’s Talay." 

Huh?! That wasn’t him. 

"| think you're mistaken. I’m looking for Rawi." The colorist rolled his eyes in thinking. 
| added, "He’s an assistant colorist." 

"Ohhhhh, that one didn’t pass the probation period. He’s been fired for a while." 

His answer crushed my hope. When | asked for more information, he couldn't 
answer due to the company policies. | left, crestfallen, and returned to my place to think of 
how to find Talay. 

"Why are you so glum?" Prang opened the door and shook her head at how 
depressed | was. 

"m pooped." 

"You're resting." 

"I'm still tired. Where were you? You didn’t show up yesterday." Before, she would 
wake me up and drag me to the film set. Things had changed now. | had to call her if 
something was urgent. She even sent her sister to pick me up when | was discharged. 
Unbelievable. 

"m sorry about how I’ve been recently. My kid is super naughty. He tripped and 
broke his chin. | was so worried | couldn't sleep." 

Her kid? When did it happen? 

Was there this much change in the last two years? Was there anything else | wasn’t 
aware of? The surprises were infinite. 

"It must have been tiring when you were pregnant,” | felt her out. If | asked her 
honestly, the question would catch her off guard. 

"Good thing | hired an assistant. | wouldn't have been able to take care of you by 
myself. You became weird after the car accident.” | wished | could have told her it wasn’t 


me. It was Pakorn. 

"| got into the character." 

"That’s just an excuse. Do you remember how you acted when we filmed the first 
scene?" 

"| do. Don’t mention it" | cut short, afraid | wouldn't be able to stand hearing 
Pakorn’s mischief. Prang dropped the topic and walked to the counter bar before 
transferring food into the containers. She was like a mom to me. "Talay was great, 
actually." 

"Pardon?" Her casual remark got me blurting it out in disbelief. "You meant Talay?" 

"Yeah. Without him, you wouldnt have gotten this many offers." 

Wasn't it too coincidental? | happened to have had a manager with the same name 
as my boyfriend. Well, given all the fantasy incidents—waking up in a stranger's body, 
jumping to the parallel universe, and all the things that had happened—the meeting of 
Pakorn and Tess wasn’t that much of a surprise. 

"Whatever. Even if he’s no longer in charge of you, he can land a job of his 
profession,” Prang uttered in resignation after a pause. 

"What's that?" 

"Oh, a colorist." | doubted fate brought a man with the same name to Pakorn. It was 
the exact same person. 

To prove all my speculations, | unlocked my phone to check the gallery. | hadn't 
gotten a chance to view it, partly because | had been focusing on finding Talay. 

And | found him. There were tons of photos of the other man and me. He was a tall 
man with a white-yellow skin tone and curly hair. He was so cute that my heart hurt. 

"Prang, give me Talay’s address." 

"Why would you want it? Are you on good terms now?" Another surprise. How was 
the relationship between Tess and Pakorn? | didn’t ask the question and continued begging 
her. 

"| want to see him again. Can you help me? Prang..." 

"Gosh~" 

Love took me to his place in the morning. 

| was going to give him a call first, but the number in my contact list was 
unavailable. | had no choice but to visit his house. 

Talay’s place was in Nakhon Pathom. The first floor of the commercial building was 
a food stall, and his brother’s cram school was on the second floor. Everything he said was 
right in front of me. 

"Hel..." 


"Peun! Come in. Ugh, why didn’t you tell me you'd be here?" 

Before | could finish the sentence, a woman in a blue apron rushed over to me. | 
never thought my appearance would cause a ruckus. Besides Talay’s mother, the other 
customers also... 

"m sorry for not tel..." 

"Its okay. Come and sit here." She pushed my back into the glass room adjoining 
the food stall. She drew the curtain closed for privacy. "Is there something you want to eat? 
I'll do my best." 

"Stir-fried meat with basil would be nice. Thank you." Talay once told me his mother 
was the best cook. 

"No problem. Are you here to see Talay?" 

"Yeah. | ha..." 

"lll go get him." She jogged up the stairs. | couldn't catch up with her at all. 

It was another day of me meticulously dressed up with so many thoughts in my 
head. How should | greet him? Should it be the main character’s dialogue we wrote? No. | 
should just smile and say something cool. | would sound cheeky as he always teased 
me. 

As | argued with myself, someone walked in. My fluttering heart beat even faster. He 
was a tall man with a white-yellow skin tone and curly hair. The appearance was similar to 
the guessing game we played together. His fashion was different from what | thought, 
though. 

"Hey." 

"Hey." 

"Talay, I’m back." 

Instead of a delightful greeting, he reacted in a totally different way. His face was 
empty as he said something that took me aback. 

"m not the person you're looking for." 

My hope was instantly pulverized. 

"Tess." 

"Yeah. That’s me." 

| couldn't believe | met Tess in Talay’s body. 

"Why isn’t he back?" | asked like an idiot. The numbness spread from my face to my 
toes. 

"How am | supposed to know? | don’t even understand why Tun already left," he 
replied, his face as pained as mine. 

"Are you happy here?" 


To ease the tension, | changed the subject. If | knew how Tess had been doing, at 
least | could fill Talay in when he got back. 

"You want the truth or a lie?" 

"The truth, of course." 

"| got Talay fired. Think about it. | suddenly had to do coloring." He ruined the image 
of a colorist for me. "| have no skills and never learned them. They said the client wanted 
this tone of the music video. How was an idiot like me supposed to do?" 

He yammered fast like a machine gun. 

"What did you do?" 

"| used my personal skill. | hired someone else to do it. Solving problems with 
money. Ta—dah~" 

"Brilliant." Talay would cry if he knew. 

"It didn’t work for long. Talay is poor. The balance in his account made me sad." 

"| understand." 

"When | got fired, Talay’s peer mentor offered me a job as an assistant manager. | 
met Tun in your body that way. The job was fun. | enjoyed stealing your clothes for content. 
I've also become famous. | have more than a hundred thousand followers." He even 
showed me the Instagram account. Besides a large number of followers, he got sponsored 
by fashion brands. 

"You're amazing." 

"| know. I’ve lived Talay’s life well." True, if we ignored the fact that he was fired. "I 
have a relatively happy life, though there’s not much to spend. What about me in the other 
universe?" 

"Talay has lived your life well, too," | said with a smile, proud of all the efforts we 
shared with our friends. 

"Tell me more." 

"You've graduated." 

"Whoa! My dad forced him, huh?" 

"Kind of." 

"And?" 

"You became a colorist and color—graded the movie my friends and | wrote." 

"Damn, I’m not proud at all." 

"The movie played at the film festival." 

"So what?!" 


"Your family accepted you." 


"Talay isn’t me. When | return home, trust me, my dad will pull my ear and shout at 
my face as always," he said, picking at his nails. Even so, | wanted him to rest assured 
when he got back to his original body. 

"No matter where you are, | believe you'll have a good life." 

A lot changed in two years. Though | never met Tess in the other universe or knew 
what mischief he caused besides what Talay told me, | had this feeling now that | met him: 
Tess was no longer the same person as well. 

"Here’s your food. | did my best." 

"Thank you." 

We chatted a little while eating. Before | left, | told Tess | would visit him when | had 
free time. When Talay returned, at least he wouldn't have to struggle or waste time looking 
for me. 

Nevertheless, whenever we have hope, fate always plays tricks on us. No matter 
how many times we met, Talay still wasn’t back. After waiting for days, weeks, there was 
still no sign of the person | was waiting for. 

As time passed by, my immense hope gradually faded. 

We started to get used to it. Waiting was too painful to the point | wished to 
escape. That was when | understood why Tess looked awfully weary while speaking. 

"Talay would have looked for you had he been back. Stop bothering me." 

Have you ever expected something so much that you feel absolutely broken when 
you don’t get it? Tess and | were like that. Therefore, we decided to stop seeing each 
other. 

"Its Peun." 

"Where?" 

"There." 

I'd heard the same thing a hundred times. Even when | had a meal with Prang, | 
was stared at. When | was Tun, one of Friend Credits, | had freedom. | could eat at a food 
stall and walk around with no one paying attention to me. Now that | was back, everyone 
watched my every move. 

| glanced up at the voice owners two tables away and spotted a small group of 
teenagers eating and chatting. One of them turned her phone in my direction, presumably 
taking photos. 

Being used to this, | pretended to not notice and continued eating like usual. My life 
was surrounded by people, yet it was a shame that no one could rid the loneliness in my 
heart. 

"Do you want to go somewhere else after this?" 


"No. I’m tired. | want to go home." 

"Okay." 

Prang dropped me off after the meal. Usually, she didn’t need to do this, but | had 
a big event today and received quite a lot of gifts from the fans. She had to help me 
transfer them to my room with an assistant. 

Since missing Talay and pointlessly waiting pained me, work was the only thing 
distracting me. At least a big project took nearly twenty-four hours of my day. But if my 
schedule was packed, | would beg my manager to take as many jobs for me as 
possible. 

Events, fan meetings, endorsements, and fan service with my partner. | did it all. 
When | got exhausted, | just slept. | wouldn't let myself miss him and be hurt by his 
absence. That way, my life could go on despite the pain deep inside. 

"| left your stuff on the couch. I’m leaving now. See you tomorrow." 

"Thanks a lot." 

| said goodbye to my manager and closed the door. | returned to the living room 
and saw the stacks of gifts from my fans. 

| swept some off to make room for myself and grabbed the remote. | kept changing 
the channels, yet no show was entertaining enough. | played an old CD from my collection, 
barely remembering how many times | had watched it. All | knew was it was enough for me 
to remember every dialogue. 

A character in the movie shared my name. It began with a call to announce the 
result of the entrance exam. 

O-Negative. 

| once asked my mom why she named me after him. She explained that he was a 
human who had both good and bad traits. She hoped | could forgive myself and restart 
when | made a mistake. 

Then, things took a turn for the worse. 

Before my mom passed away from a disease one afternoon, she told me to choose 
what | wanted. 

When you are born, you can’t choose your family or society. Even your name is 
given by your parents. Therefore, my mom didn’t expect me to use the name of her 
preference. She gave me the freedom to choose my own name. 

| used to be called Peun. My first name was Yutthakan. 

Right now, everyone called me Peun, the nickname my mom loved. | changed my 
first name when | stepped into the entertainment industry. They knew me as Pranon. 

Pranon that means the wind. The wind that takes me wherever | desire. 


| should have told Talay. | should have told him before | left. Had | thought for a 
second to tell him before falling asleep, | wouldn't have regretted it like this. 

"Pranon Charanchaiyaroj." 

It was this simple. But... 

"Pranon Charanchaiyaroj. Why didn’t | tell him?!" 

The thought irritated me. Letting the movie replayed the same scene repeatedly, | 
went to the bathroom and washed up to relieve my frustration. Then, | transferred the gifts 
from my fans to the other room. | often did this when | was overwhelmed with my own 
thoughts. The exhaustion from moving my body distracted me for a while. 

That was when my eyes caught something | kept in the room. | usually donated the 
stuff | didn’t use, but there was this thing that had always been here and never been 
moved. It was a familiar white bucket hat. 

| stepped through the piles of things and picked the hat up to look carefully, and 
my question was answered. The alpaca was drawn like a llama with goat horns. He even 
signed his name inside. Only one person could draw this... 

| had just learned what the sign indicating he was my portkey was. | received a gift 
from him in this universe. And in the other universe, he had given me the same exact 
thing. 

It had always been Talay. 

From what my tiny brain remembered, didn’t a female fan give it to me? She was a 
diehard fan. | believed her name was Gyo. | hadn't seen her for two years. | had no idea 
how she was doing. | didn’t spot her in my events since | had come back. 

Did she quit supporting me? | felt sad. 

| carried the hat back to the couch, with my other hand tapping the Instagram app. 
Despite the zillions of tagged photos and videos, | relentlessly scrolled down to anything 
relating to my birthday two years ago. Gyo once tagged me in a video. | hoped she hadn't 
deleted it. 

After an hour, | found it. | played the video in my memory immediately. 

‘Peun, happy birthday.’ 

A pink box was held out to me. The video was recorded by her, so | was the only 
person in it. 

‘Thank you so much. Can | open it?’ 

‘Right now? Sure. | don’t know if you will like it, though.’ | smiled and quickly opened 
the present. The reason | decided to unwrap her gift was her long-lasting support. Soon, | 
saw the white bucket hat with an animal drawing on it again. 

‘How cute. Thank you again. What is it?’ 


‘Oh, it’s an alpaca. My friend drew it. He did his best.’ 

‘Can | wear it?’ 

‘Kyaaaaaaa, can | take a photo with you?’ 

‘Sure.’ 

‘Hey, you, take a photo for me.’ 

The video shook a little. Before it ended, | saw myself putting on the white hat with 
Gyo smiling next to me. 

What should | do? | missed Talay again. 

| missed him. | wanted to see him and asked how he was, but | could only keep 
waiting. 

There was a new project offered to me. 

The budget was high. The director was famous. The scriptwriting team was 
experienced, having written countless movies. With all of that, | had no reason to turn it 
down. It was another fortunate event. After | accepted the offer, | asked to be involved in 
script development. The team was doubtful at first. However, once we tried working 
together, everything went smoothly. 

| had to thank Au and Up for opening my world. When | was part of Friend Credits, 
| got to try many new things. We made a flopped movie, looked for a funder, and 
painstakingly fought on until our next movie was distributed in theatres. Right now, as Peun, 
or Pranon, | starred in a pretty high—budget film. Despite the pressure, the filming went 
well. 

| agreed to join the test run. They would play every movie in the production house 
so the crew could fix the problematic parts. 

"Oh, | didn’t expect you to come." 

As | waited in my seat, someone greeted me. 

"It was boring at home, so | figured ld come." He was a man of around the same 
height as mine. He was always dressed neatly with expensive accessories, even when he 
went out to a congee stall in the morning. 

"Your connections are something else. You’re here despite not participating in the 
project." 

"Of course." He shrugged and cracked a superior laugh. 

He was my partner. Multiple articles stated we were dating. Worse, no one was 
bothered to explain as it was too silly to care. 

The rumor happened when we filmed a commercial. We had been acquaintances, 
so we got along well. We didn’t hang out often or share secrets, but | was comfortable 
working with him or talking to him when we crossed paths. 


"Sit here." 

"| would even if you didn’t ask." He seated himself. "| heard you took part in 
scriptwriting." 

"| didn’t do much. Only the ending." 

"| saw Prang earlier. She said you made the scene freaking emotional." 

"She was just blabbering." 

"We'll see." 

Ten minutes later, the high—budget film began playing on the screen. Everyone fully 
focused on it so they could express their honest opinions, including pointing out the parts 
that needed to be fixed before the movie was officially released. 

Every process took time. When everything was over, it was almost evening. | 
stretched as | exited the theatre. At that moment, my eyes caught a man’s back. He looked 
so familiar that | couldn’t help jogging after him. 

Tess? 

Right. What was he doing here? 

More importantly, his mannerisms and fashion were indications that it wasn’t Tess. 
Maybe...Talay was back? 

With that wishful thinking, | kept running toward him. 

"Where are you going, Peun?" My manager's voice halted me. 

"| saw Talay." 

"Forget that. The director is looking for you," Prang said, dismissing me. She pulled 
my arm as the man l’d been waiting for disappeared. 

| doubted it was Talay. If it were him, and he knew me, there was no way he 
wouldn't come to me. 

A year had passed, yet the longing for him never faded. 

Even if Talay hadn't returned, | was still waiting while chasing my dreams. | tried 
tons of new things to make him proud, and so | could confidently brag when he got 
back. 

"How handsome." 

"| know," | accepted my manager’s compliment, lifting my chin. 

"Stop being narcissistic for a day. There are loads of journalists today. Wait here." | 
sat with the other actors behind the stage, not far from the director and executives. 

"What's the plan for the event?" 

"Did you read what | sent you?" Prang glared. 

"| wouldn't have asked if | had." 


"There's a press conference on the stage in front of the theatre, then you'll take 
photos and watch the movie. After it ends, it’s Q&A." 

"Got it." 

"Where do you want to go after this?" 

"You're asking this question again." 

"You'll rest at home. Okay," Prang concluded. She understood me well, knowing all 
my behaviors and habits. Lately, | would sleep when | had free time. 

"Do | have work tomorrow?" 

"No. Do you want to work? We have all sorts of urgent jobs." 

"No. I'll sleep until evening." 

"And after you wake up in the evening?" 

"lll eat and go back to sleep, then visit my sister's café at night," | replied and 
turned away from her resigned face. 

When it was time, | followed the schedule accordingly, starting with the press 
conference on the stage. Most questions were about the work process, the beginning, and 
the message of the story. The director handled most of them without giving any spoilers. 
The actors got some questions. After that, everyone entered the theatre. As this was a 
premiere, we had high hopes for the feedback. 

Though we had no idea how the reviews would be, the long round of applause at 
the end calmed my nerves to an extent. 

"How is the plot a challenge to you?" 

The actors and preproduction crew were interviewed again by the press in the 
theatre, including answering the fans’ questions. The questions were usually predictable, 
mostly relating to the story we just watched. 

"| relate to this story. The character is similar to me in terms of the state of 
loneliness and waiting and how he has no clue how to overcome it," | spoke to the 
microphone. 

The movie had a bit of me in it The me who had been through all kinds of 
emotions in each situation. Sometimes it was no big deal. Sometimes it was difficult. In spite 
of that, the only thing lingering in me was the loneliness from waiting. 

"We heard you took part in scriptwriting. What made you want to try?" 

"My friends once asked me to write a script together. It was a small project with my 
three other friends." 

As | replied, my memory brought me back to the past when | was with Friend 
Credits. The time we wrote Long Distance Relationship together. 


"The feelings when | was with them and tried new things were amazing. | was 
recognized. My ideas were applied. When | got a chance, | wished to experience those 
feelings again. But | only wrote the ending of this movie." 

Since we could never see each other again, the only way to cope was to try what | 
had done to fill in the gap in my heart. Although | was here, alone, the memories with Au, 
Up, Talay, or even Kita and Fuse, would remain. 

"Do you plan to write a script for a movie?" 

"| think | will give it a go soon." 

| planned to accept fewer on-screen jobs and focus more on scriptwriting. When | 
was in Pakorn’s body, | discovered my passion. | despised the feeling of being watched all 
the time. | hated being photographed or greeted while | simply walked outside. 

| was happy spending time with a group of people and living a simple life while 
chasing my dreams. 

"You did well in the scene where you lie on the beach while looking at the stars. 
Why were you so immersed in this scene?" 

"| felt that way towards someone." 

A clamor. The reactions of most of them cracked me up at first, but then | 
concentrated on myself. 

"Does it include the significant dialogue in that scene?" 

"Yes." 

Talay and | weren't at the beach. We were at Pong’s bar. The night was my turning 
point. | hesitated whether to return to my original life or continue to be Pakorn. However, 
when | had him, | feared nothing. 

"Can you tell us about it?" 

"| once said | wanted to wake up and know someone was waiting for me. | asked 


that person if it could be him, and he said yes." 


"In the end, he’s not here." 

"That's sad." 

"| think it’s happy conclusion. Even though we're apart for a while..." 

| paused and swept my eyes over the darkness, knowing full well he wasn't here. 
"I hope he will come back to me as promised in the end." 

It didn’t matter... 

Even if | didn’t know when... 

| would keep waiting...and waiting...until we met again. 

"How long are you going to stay here?" 


"| don’t know. You can leave first. l'Il close it for you." 

"You sure will." 

When | had free time, besides sleeping, | would visit my sister’s café to chill out. 
The exhaustion from the premiere yesterday knocked me out. | woke up in the afternoon 
and ordered something simple to fill my stomach. Late at night, | came to my sister’s café 
after closing time and sipped on my drink to kill my boredom. 

We were the only ones left in our family. My sister had responsibilities. She had a 
kid and heaps of work to deal with. | just realized how tiring it was to be a mother. 

"Don't forget to turn off all the lights and lock the door. When you do it, make sure 
there’s nothing wrong with the padlock." She grabbed her purse and a bunch of stuff. 

"Aight." 

"Don’t get too drunk." 

"You're nagging again." 

"If you're drunk, leave your car here and take a taxi home. I'll have my husband 
driving your car to your place tomorrow." 

"| won't drink too much. Just go." | subtly dismissed her. 

"I'll be off now." 

"Drive safe." 

She nodded and turned around, leaving me with the silence. 

My sisters café was oddly similar to the glasshouse in the other universe. The 
ambiance, lights, plants, and even food. The first time | found the place with Talay, my 
head was full of questions, but | didn’t tell him. It was clear now. | supposed it was fate. 

How was Talay doing? | was worried he would cry as he tried everything to return 


home but failed. | hoped he could still smile and remain hopeful. | also hoped he was still 
determined to achieve his dreams so he could come back and tell me about his marvelous 
adventure. 

DING~ 

| was jolted from my train of thought back to reality. | turned to the door, hearing 
the bell. | guessed a customer had mistakenly entered. 

"Sorry. We're closed." 

| told the customer before the blurry vision slowly became clear until | saw who it 
was. 

Tess? 

No. His fashion and smiley yet tearful face implied the person inside the body was 
someone else. 


Was Talay back? | still wondered. When the beautiful lips started moving, | 
understood. 

"Dang!" 

Fuck!!! He had been back. 

We once joked about how we would greet each other when we reunited. He 
playfully said he would call me with the name of the famous figure, Dang Bailey. No one 
would have said it besides Talay. 

That one greeting word cracked me up. | sprang from my seat and marched toward 
him with my racing heart. Finally, | successfully stood close to the man before me. 

"Talay." 

"Yeah. Hey, Peun." 

"Talay..." | wanted to call his name repeatedly without ever getting bored of it. 

"What's wrong? Are you so crazy about me that you can’t stop calling my name?" 

"You kept me waiting for so long." 

"But we’ve met again, right?" 

His words swept away my pain throughout the year in an instant. Thank you, 
Talay. 

Thank you for looking for me. 

Thank you for coming back. 


SPECIAL 2 


MY BOYFRIEND AND HIS MISCHIEF 


"When will you wake up tomorrow?" 

"Depends on my mood." 

Talay answers in drowsiness, his eyes half—closed, his hair disheveled, still in his 
pajamas. He’s waiting for his mother’s food with a frown. On the contrary, Peun, who arrived 
here early in the morning, looks perfect from head to toe, as expected from the famous 
actor of the generation. 

"I'll be here early to help you move so it’s done quickly," the tall guy offers. 

"You don’t have to." 

"Its no big deal." He flexes his muscles and grins cheekily. "No matter how hard it 
is, | won't complain or charge you." 

"Should | make you cut the ribbon, too?" 

"lll be happy to. My sister will give us a blessing on our wedding night right in our 
room." 

"Thank you for such an honor," Talay replies sarcastically, jokingly scrunching his 
nose at Peun. He’s making such a big fuss over the move as if they’re getting married. 

Before they returned to their universe, Tun and Tess lived together. After an 
unknown disagreement, Tess moved back to his parents’ home and Tun was alone in his 
spacious apartment. 

Many things have changed now. Peun and Talay have returned to their original 
bodies and resumed their relationship that they didn’t tell many people about despite it not 
being a secret. Now that they’re dating, there’s no reason to be apart. 

"Is there anything you need me to buy?" 

Talay rolls his eyes in contemplation, thinking of what he doesn’t have. He can 
borrow Peun’s clothes. His collection has been packed, three monitors, a laptop, and a 
tablet, as expected from a colorist addicted to technology. He’s pretty meticulous. 


"No. | only need my work equipment." 

"lll prepare everything. I’ve made a list." 

"What is it?" 

"Three boxes of condoms and a whole pack of lubricant gel." Not expecting this 
playful, perverted answer, Talay looks down, flustered. 

"Why are you blushing?" 

"You're a fucking pervert." 

"Hey, language. Try again." 

"You're cunning, cheeky, and brazen." 

"That’s better." The actor puffs his chest proudly. It makes Talay lose his patience 
and tells him off some more. 

"Shameless bastard." 

"Thank you." Satisfied, Peun ruffles the smaller guy’s hair playfully. He changes the 
subject, suddenly becoming serious. "When will you tell your friends about us?" 

"Soon. I’m getting ready. I’m afraid Gyo will be shocked." 

"Gyo has never been used to it since Tess and Tun were here? They were 
dating." 

"How do you know?" 

"Jo complained about it. | kind of understood." 

"You're pretty nosy." 

"Not aS much as you," Peun shoots back with no hesitation. Talay grits his teeth, 
knowing he won't win in this fight. He reaches his leg under the table and stomps on 
Peun’s foot, startling him. "Using violent is wrong." 

"| didnt do anything. My foot accidentally touched yours." 

"Come on." 

They're still as close as ever after seeing each other again in a year at the 
glasshouse café. Their careers, social circles, and Talay’s self—belittlement are no longer 
the problems. Talay is still Peun’s special person like he was back when they were part of 
Friend Credits in the other universe. 

"When will you leave? You’re annoying." 

"Talay, why are you kicking him out? Eat first, son." His mother is back at the right 
time, like a bell marking the end of a battle. The more often she takes Peun’s side, the 
more worthless her youngest son feels. 

"He’s not hungry," Talay decides for Peun. Peun immediately corrects it as if afraid 
to be kicked out. 

"m ravenous. Can | have stir-fried meat with basil and a fried egg, please?" 


"You're the cutest." 

"m not sure anymore who your son is." 

"My sons are Tonnam, Saichon, and Peun." 

"Mom~" She laughs at her son's reaction and meets eyes with the famous man. 
"Please take care of Talay. He’s been working hard the past few years and gone sensitive. 
He keeps picking fights." 

"Vve changed." Tess must have caused so much trouble. Besides leaving all the 
problems to Talay, he ruined Talay’s image. 

Gyo told Talay about when Tess was Tun’s temporary manager. When the fans 
didnt stand in line, he glared at each of them until they did. Talay felt intimidated just by 
imagining it. It was so scary that he got chills. 

"| will take good care of Talay," the tall guy promises. 

"| trust you the most." She now stares at her son. "Say, will you take my clothes for 
content?" 

"Ugh, I’ve changed my style. I’m into minimalism like before." 

"You can take them. The vintage style is trendy these days." 

"Peun is hungry. Can you make him stir-fried meat with basil?" Talay tries to survive 
the situation. Fortunately, his eldest brother descends the stairs and draws his mother’s 
attention. 

"Tonnam, want some hot porridge?" 

"Sounds great," he answers, sitting between Peun and Talay, not forgetting to ask 
the visitor. 

"What brings you here?" 

"My longing." Everyone halts. Peun then explains, "My longing for Mom’s food." 

Phew~ What a relief. Talay sighs and gulps several times. 

"My brother is moving out tomorrow. Take care of him. Don’t ever send him back, if 
possible. He'll take too much space in my room." What kind of brother is this? Other families 
would be protective. This family, on the other hand, is ready to chase him out. The thought 
echoes in Talay’s head, but he says nothing and listens to the conversation quietly. 

"Don't worry. Talay will never have a hard time at my place." 

"l'm more worried about you. Tone it down a bit, okay?" Talay’s head is full of, ‘What 
the hell?’ Noticing his brother’s frown, Tonnam whispers. 

"| saw you guys making out in front of the toilet." 

"Huh?!" 

"You would have gone all the way if | hadn’t needed to pee." 

"Huh?!! 


"Whatever. Life is short. Go on and be crazy in love," Tonnam says as if it’s the most 
normal thing. His voice is even, and his face is emotionless, totally different from the 
listeners. "Are you blushing, Peun?" 

"Pardon?" 

"You look shy. What are you thinking?" 

"You saw?" Peun scratches his neck, dropping his gaze. 

"Why wouldn't 1? Ugh!" 

Talay is trying to read Peun’s mind quietly while Peun is thinking of romantic scenes 
over and over. In the other universe, he was thoughtful of the original bodies, so he did 
nothing. The most he did was deep kisses. Now, Talay and Peun are their own people. 

A thought flashes across his mind. His heart beats faster. 

They have a chance to go to the next stage, right? 

Talay’s stuff is scattered all over the floor, from the living room to the bedroom. 
Nothing is arranged. The monitor screens already took up almost every table. In a romance 
movie, there would be a scene where a couple organizes their apartment to make the 
audience enjoy their love lives. This is reality. Everything isn’t put away yet because they’re 
too lazy. 

Talay and Peun spend time relishing the delivery food and cuddling while watching 
a movie on the couch full of books. Before the movie ends, Peun has an urgent job and 
needs to go to the agency building. He comes back at eleven, knackered. 

"Fuck, is this my face?" 

Peun has just showered. He walks across the piles of clothes to the bed and gazes 
at Talay. He sits at the vanity and applies the moisturizer on his face with a stressed 
expression. 

This is the face that lacks attention due to laziness. Talay remembers how soft and 
smooth his skin was when he got back to this universe. Tess must have taken care of his 
skin well. But now, it all feels like a dream because his skin is a mess now. 

"If you get your skin checked up, it will say your skin age is around forty." 

"Piss off." Peun makes him feel worse. 

"Let’s get to bed." 

"What are you going to do to me?" 

"Come on. What would | do?" The smaller guy narrows his eyes with suspicion. He 
watches the tall guy climb up the bed and covers himself in a blanket like he’s ready to 
sleep. Talay doesn’t buy it, though. 

"You sure?" 


"m too tired to mess with you." 


"Don’t play dumb. I’ve seen a lot of movies. It’s all a plan." Seriously, if Talay got on 
the bed, Peun would stroke his skin with his big hand and whisper in a sexy voice, then he 
would get in the mood by giving him a deep kiss. 

Holy shit. Is it really going to happen? Talay takes a deep breath. He’s ready for the 
sweet night—long battle. 

"ZZZZZ~" 

Ah... 

This is not what he expected! There’s no plan. Peun was knocked out as soon as 
his head touched the pillow. The man who has prepared himself and done research is left 
feeling lost at the end of the bed. Talay nearly bursts into tears in pain. 

"m turning off the light," Talay tries, checking if Peun is pretending to sleep. 

"Um." 

Peun mumbles and chews on his saliva. 

Frustrated, Talay stomps on the floor to get Peun’s attention, but his effort is 
worthless. His boyfriend won't open his eyes to look at him. 

"Goodnight. I’m going to bed for real." 


“All right. I'll sleep, you piece of shit." 

This is fucking irritating. 

Their first night together has passed...with nothing happening at all. 

The closed curtains allow Talay to have a good sleep despite streaks of sunlight 
seeping through. However, the sound of someone moving things interrupts his sleep. Talay 
wakes up and shifts on the bed for a while. 

"Good morning, honey." The guy outside opens the door to greet him cheerfully. 

"Gud mawning, honey~" Talay mocks, making Peun guffaw. He loves waking up to 
listen to his boyfriend’s cheeky voice as he purses his lips in annoyance. 

Peun wanted a crazy—in—love moment by cuddling his boyfriend until afternoon, but 
he figured a clean, organized room would be a better surprise. Two hours later, everything 
was arranged. Peun passed the wrinkled clothes in the suitcase to the maid. Talay was 
awake right when it was all done. 

"Hungry? | made breakfast." 

"Are you possessed?" 

"Its to make up for me falling asleep first last night." 

A close senior had a new project and invited Peun to join the scriptwriting team. 
Seeing it as a good chance, Peun grabbed it without a second thought. The beginning of 


the process already took forever. It wore out his body and brain to the point he got 
knocked out without a clue. 

"It didn’t matter." Back to last night, though. Hmm...2 Who was so upset that he 
swore? "I'll go brush my teeth." 

"Okay." 

Peun must have some kind of attention, being overly nice. Talay doesn’t ask and 
walks to the bathroom. After taking care of his business, he joins his boyfriend at the dining 
table for breakfast. 

"Smells good." 

"Try it" Peun looks excited, his eyes locked in Talay’s movement without blinking. 
Talay spoons the aromatic shrimp porridge, blows on it until it cools down, and takes a 
bite. 

"The first bite is...damn." 

"Yummy?" 

"Nah. My teeth almost broke. Why the fuck is the shrimp so hard?" 

"Seriously? Are you kidding?" Peun grabs his spoon and takes a bite of the porridge 
he made. The first thing he tastes is the shrimps he expected to be soft. On the contrary, 
some are hard, and some are overcooked. 

There goes the bright morning. 

"Don’t be sad. | can eat it," Talay comforts him with a meek smile. Peun shakes his 
head, not wanting Talay to force himself. He takes the bowl and orders in a stern voice. 

"Don't eat it. Ill try again." 

"You're going to make it? Are you sure it'll be okay?" 

"Yes." The tall guy comes back with milk and a cereal box. 

"This dish requires skills. Excellent, Mr. Peun." 

"m simply repaying you." 

"For what?" 

"For being so cute." 

"You're being weird. Tell me what you want," Talay gets to the point. Peun’s behavior 
implies he has a hidden intention toward him. 

"We're free today, right? And we're going to stay in all day. What’s your plan?" The 
question takes Talay aback. His body burns because he can read the tall guy’s mind. 

"lll watch a movie, listen to music, and work." 

"Don't work. It’s your day off." 


"VIl watch a movie and listen to music." 


"Talay." Peun taps his shoulder with his long finger, his eyes fixed on him. "Let’s do 


BLARGH!!! 

Talay chokes on the milk he has just gulped. It spills messily all over the small 
table. He wants to shout that he was well prepared last night yet nothing happened. But 
now that he wishes to rest, his boyfriend wants to get it on. 

"Can we?" Peun asks hopefully, pitifully blinking. 

"Eat your breakfast." Talay ignores him and wipes the milk with a napkin before 
finishing his cereal in silence. 

Peun doesn’t give up after that. No matter where Talay goes, he trails after him. 

When Talay does the dishes, Peun rests his chin on his shoulder. When Talay 
vacuums the floor, Peun rushes in to help. When Talay uses the bathroom, Peun waits 
before the door. 

"m going to shower." 

"lll shower with you." 

"Didn’t you do it?" 

"| can do it twice." 

"You're whiny like a kid. There are tons of things to do." 

"Right, like having sex." 

"In freaking broad daylight? I’m embarrassed." Peun nods in acknowledgment. He 
walks to the huge window, draws the curtains close, and comes back. 

"Here you go. It feels like nighttime with the curtains closed." 

"Are you messing with me?" Talay can’t cry despite himself. Fed up, he pushes the 
tall guy enough to shut the door. 

BANG! 

Peun Pranon’s heart shatters. He tries to come up with some dramatic dialogue for 
when Talay comes out. It seems he wont succeed today, though. 

He paces back and forth in front of the bathroom. He even presses his ear against 
the door to eavesdrop on the person inside despite knowing it’s useless. Peun doesn’t care 
about how long it is, but it feels tormenting for the one waiting. When the door is pushed 
open, his sharp eyes land on the lean figure in a seductive bathrobe. 

"What are you looking at?" 

"Nothing," Peun denies, secretly gulping with much difficulty. 

When Talay moves, his smooth skin is shown, turning Peun on. Talay pretends not to 
notice those foxy eyes and strides to the walk-in closet, crushing someone’s hope. 

Gosh~ He's dressed. 


"Let's watch a movie." 

"Okay, let’s watch it..." Peun sounds delirious, his head full of ‘What a shame.’ 

"What should we watch?" 

"You choose." 

"This one, then. They say it’s fucking hilarious." 

The movie is a comedy, but Peun’s life is a drama. Nothing is happening. They’re 
watching the movie quietly on the couch. Talay isn’t sure if it’s because the movie sucks or 
the air is cool, but he starts to doze off in an hour. 

Grabbing the chance, Peun slowly moves closer to his boyfriend until there’s no 
space left between them. He can smell Talay’s scent and see his unique side profile. Even 
the slightest touch sends sparks all over his body. The tall guy starts to lose his senses as 
he argues with the confusing thoughts in his head. 

Stop or continue? 


The burning sensation can't be smothered. Peun doesn’t expect much. Just a kiss 
would be enough to calm him down. 

With that conclusion, Peun buries his nose in Talay’s neck and keeps breathing in 
the scent of his shower cream until he opens his eyes. Peun knows he will be pushed 
away soon, but no... 

Talay doesn’t do as Peun believes this time. The moment they both halt, the smaller 
guy attacks him first with a kiss. 

Unbelievably, Peun is granted the reward he lost hope for. His heart is filled with 
joy. He’s so over the moon that he will never let this chance slip away. Peun allows Talay to 
take the lead. When Talay is tired and stops, Peun gets on top of him, cups his face, and 
kisses the soft lios before putting his tongue in. 

Talay closes his eyes and holds his boyfriend nervously with trembling limbs. 
Sometimes he can't keep up or catch his breath, but Peun guides him. 

This is not their first kiss, yet the excitement and shyness feel like the first time. 

"Now..." Once their swollen lips from the zealous kiss part, the charming face gazes 
at Talay pleadingly. "Can we?" 

Talay’s mind isn’t taken over by Peun’s thoughts. He’s also confident in the feelings 
of bravery and fears deep inside of himself. 


"L..’ve actually been ready since | was showering.” 


"| just didn’t Know how to start." 
BOOM! 


Peun feels something exploding when he hears the whisper and sees the shy face. 
It takes him a while to get it together, then he carries Talay to the other side of the 
apartment. Not the couch. Not the bed. Not the kitchen. He takes Talay to the spacious sink 
counter. His big hand sweeps everything down to make room for his boyfriend. 

Does he have to go that far for our first time? 

"Let’s try it. If it doesn’t work, we'll move to the bed." It seems they can read each 
other’s minds. 

To build trust, the more experienced person caresses the smaller guy. He slides his 
hands under Talay’s shirt and strokes his smooth back while kissing him again and again... 


There is no background music, beautiful light, or alluring artistic elements like in the 
movie they hope to make. They begin naturally and go with the flow. 

Peun takes off his shirt first and unzips his pants without pulling them out. He then 
undresses the lean figure before him, silently taking off Talay’s pants. When he’s about to 
take off the last piece, he pauses. 

Talay’s glazed eyes are full of questions. He parts his lips to ask but stops. 

"Can you take it off yourself, Talay?" 

"W...Why?" 

"| want to watch you." The tall guy takes a step back, his sensual gaze glued to his 
boyfriend's body. 

"| can't." Talay’s voice goes softer. "It’s hard." 

Talay catches Peun’s wicked smirk for a second. Still, he doesn’t know how to do 


"Can you do as | guide?" 


"Can you?" Talay nods adorably after hearing the question. This time, the actor 
moves closer. He pats Talay’s head for a moment and whispers in his ear. 

"Press your hips against the mirror and put your feet on the counter. It'll be easier 
that way." 

"Pervert." 

"| admit. I’m actually pretty aggressive, mister." 

"Aggressive, my ass. You're whiny like a kitty." 

"| can be a kitty. Anything you wish." 

"Be gentle." Peun cracks a big smile upon hearing the begging words. Talay’s hands 
shake too hard to go on from extreme fear. In the end, Peun, feeling soft, helps him take off 
his underwear. 


"| can do it myself." 

If he lets Peun help, he’s afraid it would be like before, when Peun caressed him all 
over despite his words. 

The naked man closes his legs to hide from the sly eyes. He’s going to take off the 
shirt but is stopped before he finishes. 

"Leave it on." 


"| like you in the shirt. It's sexy." Talay’s face burns. He gazes down, flustered. At 
that moment, the tall guy steps in between his legs and holds the soft hips in his hands. 
He pulls Talay close to him and buries his nose and lips in his face, ears, and neck. 

Talay runs his fingers through Peun’s dark hair. Moans escapes from his mouth 
when the hot lips touch his skin, especially his chest, his fair stomach, and his sensitive 
inner thighs. Though Talay is covered in the fine fabric, Peun can easily find a way to leave 
marks on him. 

"No...Not this time. It’s embarrassing." 

Peun enjoys exploring every inch of Talay’s body until he reaches the middle part, 
but Talay begs him in a quivering voice. Peun is willing to take it in his mouth, but if Talay 
isnt ready, he will comply. Everything will be as the smaller guy wishes. 

"Its okay. Don’t be scared. You trust me, right?" Peun rises to his full height and 
leans down to kiss Talay’s eyelids to comfort him. "This is going to be hard. If you 
cooperate with me, you will get through it." 


"What do | do?" 

The big hand lifts the hem of Talay’s shirt to reveal his fair stomach. 
"Bite it." 

"Hic..." 


"| haven't done anything." 

"Don't be rough." Peun is both amused and feels bad. He tells himself to be patient 
despite the tense firmness of his lower part. 

"| wont. | promise." 

Talay trustfully bites the hem of his shirt with his red, swollen lips. The sight excited 
Peun. How freaking adorable. Talay’s slow movement is driving him crazy. Talay spreads 
his legs to show his most private part with one hand supporting himself and another laced 
with Peun’s. 

The first time will be difficult, so Talay needs to loosen the sensitive area. Peun 
applies the part with lubricant gel and inserts his finger to open the way. He wishes he 


could put it in right now, but he’s afraid it will hurt Talay. He grits his teeth and takes it 
slow. 

"Tell me if it hurts." 

The first finger is not a problem, but he has to stop after squeezing his second 
finger into the tight and hot entrance. The man in front of him is too tense to continue. 
"Relax. It’s just a little more." 

Talay’s legs tremble pitifully. Every part of his body is tense. His grip on Peun hurts 
to the core. Peun can't imagine how painful it is for Talay. 

"| can’t. It hurts." Talay shakes his head, his eyes brimming with tears. 

"Just a little more. You're doing well...You’re doing well..." Peun kisses the sweaty 
temple, whispering sweet words that somehow work. 

As Peun uses both intense and gentle techniques, the back entrance is ready to 
welcome his firm part. 

The firmness in the underwear jerks up. He quickly wears a condom and soaks it 
with lubricant gel. 

Talay groans even if Peun hasn't started. He breathes fast as if to convince himself 
to hang on. Simultaneously, his heart plummets when Peun lifts his legs and his lower part 
is exposed. It’s such an embarrassing position that Talay has never thought to pull out. 

"I'll get inside slowly." The second the firm part slips inside the tight entrance, Talay 
cries out in pain. Before he knows it, the hem of his shirt falls down. He bites his lip until it 
bleeds. "Relax, Talay. You're too tense." 

The warmth tightens around Peun, nearly driving him crazy. He can neither go on 
nor retreat, so he arouses Talay by sealing his lips. Peun kisses Talay over and over while 
running his hands under his legs to turn him on. At the same time, he patiently pushes in 
with gritted teeth. 

The air is steamy. They are covered in beads of sweat. The only audible sound is 
their breath. It doesn’t exhaust them. On the contrary, it turns them on even more.. 

"Ahhhhh," Talay moans in a raspy voice. He casts his glazed eyes at their 
connected part where they’re devouring each other. 

"Good job. lIl move now." 

The tall guy slowly moves his hips. It’s terribly painful for Talay, but their movements 
become smooth and compatible a moment later. 

"Peun..." Talay calls his name, sniffling. He moves the hand supporting himself to 
Peun’s strong neck and rests his head on his shoulder clingingly. 

The sensual action melts Peun’s heart so much that he’s willing to give everything to 
him whether he wants it or not. 


The tall guy takes it all out and pushes it back in. Its so rough that Talay bends 
down in pain. 

"B...Be gentler." 

"Does it still hurt?" 

"No. G...Go on." The greenlight relieves Peun greatly. He wraps his big arms around 
the delicate figure as he thrusts his hips. He’s neither gentle nor violent. After a while, the 
painful groan turns into an exhilarated moan. 

Peun loves Talay’s voice, his expression when he clings to him enduringly, his 
shaking legs supporting his body, and his awkward, inexperienced response. It makes Peun 
want to teach him more. 

"Hic, hic..." 

Talay’s head rocks from the thrusts. He’s losing his strength and ready to fall 
backward anytime if Peun isn’t embracing him. His mind becomes foggy. Talay tries to look 
at the face of the man on top of him, but it’s too hard. 

His body enjoys this odd joy he’s never experienced before. He compliantly takes 
every feeling crashing in. Its enough to make him hard, even if he hasn't touched that 
part. 

He’s never felt this way before. 

He’s never thought being thrust would drive him to climax. 

When they’re almost there, their breath mingles in time with their movements. It gets 
faster and more aggressive. They keep calling each other’s names. It mixes with their 
moans until they see the light. 

The white fluid spurts as Talay’s body twitches. He lies helplessly. Likewise, the tall 
guy, so close to climaxing, pounds a few more times and pulls it out before taking off the 
condom and shooting his semen. 

The first time was challenging but also unforgettably blissful. 

"Talay, one more time?" He knows the second round is bound to happen. 
"Anywhere." 

He knows there’s no way this is the end. 

The man lying down on the sink counter in the most perverted position pants, but 
he looks indescribably tantalizing and tempting. 

"We can do it on the bed." 

Peun begs before silence falls upon the bathroom. He waits intently until he receives 
a reply. 


"Carry me." 


" " 


"We can do it anywhere." 

Every corner he wishes. 

The medium-budget movie—the one Peun’s senior is a co-scriptwriter of—has 
reached the last parts of the filming. The crazy thing is the film set is full of familiar faces. 
Besides the scriptwriting that visits the set once in a while, the superstar, Pang, is here. 
Everyone in this universe knows her as one of the top actresses of the generation. 

No one knows the soul inside her body is someone else. Talay remembers her real 
name is Fern, as Pang said. In this universe, Fern is famous, well-paid, and busy. She 
seems happy with the way things are. 

She has a job, money, and a compatible lover, the same as Pang in the other 
universe. 

Aside from Pang, there's Jo, his best friend. There have been so many changes in 
the past two years. One of them is his friend no longer has to block the road. Jo has been 
promoted from the on-demand guy to a director. 

"Are we cursed today? What tough luck." 

Talay is peeling an orange for Peun, unstoppably enjoying free food on the set. 

"Why?" he asks. His best friend points at the big clouds. 

"Whoa, look at the sky. With those clouds, it will rain in half an hour." 

"How unfortunate. Poor you." 

"Everything | prepared is worthless. | barely have money left." Talay understands the 
importance of money management. If you cancel the filming any day, it means a wasteful 
loss of money. 

"Want my help?" 

The actor spits the orange seed and volunteers with sparkling eyes. 

"Are you a magician, Peun?" 

"No, but | have a trick." 

"Don’t tell me you're going to plant the lemongrass. | tried the other day. It flooded 
and we had to cancel the filming for three days." 

"Who planted it?" 

"Me. Who would dare to ask the staff?" 

"That explains the disaster. | can do it." Peun is confident. 

"| have no choice if you insist. Go ahead." 


"Yeah. | promise you can film in fifteen minutes." 


Peun gets up and seizes his boyfriend’s wrist to follow him. Once they’re in a 
secluded area, they discuss how to stop the rain in all seriousness. 

"The situation is familiar." Nooooooo. Talay senses a disaster. 

"It’s similar to Chang’s film set. Lets do it." 

"No, | won't." 

Talay will never do it no matter what. He was certain it would succeed in Tess’s 
body, but it resulted in a storm. How unlucky of the crew that they had to carry the 
equipment back home in a messy state. He’s scared to try again as the crew might suffer 
from it. 

"Give it a try. Your holiness might be able to stop the rain." 

Talay wants to shake Peun’s body with rage. They had sex. Is Peun trying to prove 
how planting the lemongrass works? 

"Holiness, my ass." 

"Lets get started." Before Talay can protest, Peun runs off and returns with 
lemongrass in his hand. "We will try. We can do it." 

He encourages Talay. 

"m sick of your behavior. Prepare to chant. I'll plant it." Talay has nothing to lose. If 
they're lucky, it won't rain and the filming can proceed. But if they're unlucky... 

He stops thinking and focuses on the task at hand. 

"Think of the clear sky and birds croaking." 

"Do birds croak?" 

"Don’t question me." Peun closes his eyes and folds his hand over his chest. His 
perfectly shaped lips move as he chants in a mumble. Then, he passes on the power to 
Talay. "Plant it." 

"Okay." 

Here goes nothing! 

Talay does what he fears at a split second. The boyfriends sigh, relieved they 
haven't gotten thunderstruck. They exchange a sweet smile, proud they have completed the 
task. 

Surprisingly, the miracle works soon after. 

BAM!!! 

"AHHHHH!" A staff member shrieks in a piping voice, startled by the thunder. The 
smile on their faces fades as it begins to drizzle. 

Drizzle...drizzle. 

"It's okay. Just the drizzle," Peun consoles Talay. 

"Just the drizzle?" 


"Yeah. It will stop soon." 

Half an hour later... 

lts a downpour. The weather forecast announces the upcoming huge storm. It will 
rain for the whole week, so everyone must be prepared. Many areas are risky to floods due 
to the clogged water drainage. 

"Where are Peun and Talay? Where the hell are they?" 


"Fuck, filming canceled!" 


SPECIAL 3 


HAPPY BIRTHDAY 


The sunlight marking the new day is fantastic. 

| stretch, get up, and make drip coffee. | listen to Lo-Fi to build the mood while 
preparing breakfast. | want to make something cute. At least the sunflower plate will add 
the jolly vibe. Two fried eggs are heart-shaped. There are also bacon and sausages. | 
actually wanted to make a salad, but | changed my mind. 

Once | put everything on the plate, it’s time to enjoy the refreshing morning. 

"Ugh!" 

However, there is this ‘creature’ that ruins the cheerfulness. How come my boyfriend 
is in such a pathetic state? | think he’s possessed. Before | slept, | saw him carry his 
laptop to work on the couch. Now, he’s sitting at the dining table wearily. 

"Smells good." Don’t think I'll lose to that sweet voice. | turn away slightly so he can’t 
reach my food. 

"You can’t have my coffee." 

"Make me one. Think of it as helping this poor human." 

"Quit exaggerating." 

Not listening, Peun pulls me close and adorably rests his head on my arm. Hmm? 
That’s some good acting, as expected from the former actor on par with Boss Jaturatis. 

"Talay..." 

"What?" 

"Coffee, please." 

"You drank a lot of it already. You'll die if you have more." From the look of it, I'll 
have to call the ambulance if he has only half a cup. "I told you to get some rest. Who told 
you to pull an all-nighter? Your eyes are tired." 

"The script isn’t done." Peun’s voice goes softer. 


He sometimes fell asleep hugging the laptop. Since Peun is serious about his job, 
he sometimes can’t separate it from his personal life. Some nights, he even sleepwalked to 
work on his laptop and woke up in the morning to complain about how someone installed 
spyware that damaged his drafts. 

"Will you be able to finish it? You can barely concentrate." 

"m okay. | can answer your questions." 

"Who is this?" | point at myself. His tired voice suddenly becomes lively. 

"My boyfriend." 

"Good job." Peun is a great flatterer. Back when he was with Friend Credits, he even 
complimented such a fucked up script. "Are you going anywhere today?" 

"| have a meeting with the scriptwriting team." 

"At what time?" 

"Nine." 

"Wow, arent you going to get some rest? | thought itd be in the afternoon." Shit, | 
would have dragged him to bed last night had | known. Who would let their boyfriend work 
in this weary state? Gyo would yell at me. When | made Peun change the lightbulb, Gyo 
chastised me to the point | had nightmares. 

"lll sleep tonight." 

"I'm afraid you'll be knocked out during the day." Not wanting to argue, | place the 
coffee cup on the table and walk to the fridge. | grab something better for him. "Drink this. 
And this is your breakfast." 

"Its rare for you to take care of me like this. Super rare." 

"Do the dishes." 

"Ugh." 

"What about your birthday? Where do we celebrate?" | change the subject. His 
birthday is next week. He went all out every year. Sometimes he booked the whole 
restaurant to celebrate with his fans or fellows in the industry. I’m asking about his birthday 
this year so we can prepare everything in advance. If we fail to organize the party in time, 
Gyo will berate me forever. 

I'm not sure anymore who is Peun’s lover. Me or Gyo? 

"| dont have a plan yet. Actually, | just want to cuddle stupidly with you." You are 
stupid even if we don’t cuddle. 

"Won't your fans be mad?" 

"They'll understand. Many of them support new actors now." 

"You're exaggerating. You're only having a one-year hiatus. Not everyone will leave 
you." | saw some asking for his new movies. 


When Peun and | started dating last year, he didn’t officially announce it yet didn’t 
hide it. When asked, he’d say he was dating someone. One day, someone unearthed the 
truth, and wow...it was rough. 

| got bashed by all sorts of profanity imaginable. Fortunately, some fans supported 
our relationship and cheered us up. Peun didn’t stay still. He went out there to ease the 
situation until | could live peacefully. | survived the tough times because of him and those 
around me. 

After the end of his high—-budget movie, Peun accepted fewer jobs on screen, like 
commercials, movies, and series. Instead, he participated in the scriptwriting. There was this 
period when he was overly ambitious and volunteered to do it for free. He even wrote a 
script for a horror show, which gained more views than the singing show he appeared 
in. 

"Yeah, they’re not leaving me. They adore you instead," Peun says, pouting, with a 
glass of milk in his hand. 

I'm still a colorist at BFB with a bunch of fans. Half of them are the Instagram 
followers | gained while Tess was in my body. The other half are Peun’s fans, who now 
support me with affection. 

"So what? You jealous?" 

"You're not that cute, Talay." 

"You're not honest." 

"It doesn’t matter how many people love you. At least Gyo never changes her 
mind." 

"Should we hang out with Gyo on your birthday?" The tall guy nods. | mentally add 
this activity to the plan and think of other people. "What about your sister?" 

"She’s not into this kind of stuff. She sometimes celebrates my birthday two months 
earlier." What a pitiful famous man. Aw... 

"What about Prang and your celebrity friends?" 

"Prang has to look after her kid. | can celebrate with my friends later." 

"But..." 

"Talay, don’t overthink it. It’s just an ordinary day." 

"Can | go clubbing with my friends on your birthday, then?" Peun turns his head 
abruptly and scowls at me. How fierce. I’m shaking terribly. 

"You can, but I'll be a bit sad." 

"Okay." 

"lll be miserable for a short while. A week, maybe." You call that a short while? "I 
might cry alone and start to lose sleep. My life will be depressing and unproductive." 


"Enough! Go back to acting. You'll be brilliant." 

What fake emotional acting. | don’t know why it works on me anyway, though. 

"Will you be with me on my birthday?" Peun asks again despite knowing the answer 
well. 

"Who would go clubbing that day? Eat up, or it will go bad." He flashes a happy 
smile and looks at the breakfast | made. 

"The sausages went soft." 

"Yeah, just like yours." 

"That’s harsh. Come here. Have a look!" He tries to take off his pants to show me. 
How cheeky is that? Sensing a risky situation, | spin and flee. 

This is my life as a salaryman. |m not being a hipster or anything as | have to be a 
good boyfriend. | wake up early at times, late at times. We sometimes have morning kisses. 
Some days Peun leaves first. Every day is simply a typical day we're happy to spend 
together. 

My working life repeats. | have to go to the studio to wrap up the massive pile of 
work. 

Since | received an opportunity to color-grade Peun’s movie last year, I’ve 
unexpectedly become famous in the industry and constantly gotten offers. Of course, a 
greedy man like me accepted all projects. Films, series, music videos, commercials, and 
even YouTube videos. The most impressive one was Do’s birthday video for his cat. The 
more impressive thing was he thanked me for doing it for free. 

Free, my ass! 

"Diao, how do you usually celebrate your girlfriend’s birthday?" 

At noon, | have lunch with my seniors and friends while listening to jazz. Why jazz? 
There’s nothing special. We choose various genres for each week. Some days we vibe 
upbeat country songs. The stressed ones can dance on the table to vent. If the studio 
owner is into animes, he will turn on the OSTs all day. 

"Why would | celebrate? Is she that important?” Whoa! How bold. His girlfriend 
visited the studio the other day, and he was all timid and spoke very politely. 

"m stressed. | don’t know how to surprise him." Is it a good idea to ask for his 
advice? 

"Did you ask Peun?" 

"It wouldn't be a surprise that way." 

"Find an idea in movies." My job is stressful enough, yet he’s telling me to watch 
more movies. Noticing my frustrated expression, Diao puts down his spoon and taps on his 


tablet in a serious manner. 


"I've just finished color—grading this music video." The screen displays a music video 
poster to be released at the end of the month. 

"A song of Sunshine, Daisies, Butter Mellow?" 

"Yeah. It’s about a breakup." 

"Why are you cursing me?" 

"No. Look here. He visits the places of their memories." | process his words. When | 
think of a place, this particular place pops up in my head. "Does it work?" 

"Interesting. Thank you." 

When | was in the parallel universe, | was deeply impressed with the scriptwriting 
trip to the beach with my friends. Even if the end of the trip was sad, we were happy at the 
beginning. | want to walk down memory lane. | think Peun will like it as well. 

The problem is the secret island Au took us doesn’t exist in this universe. | search 
for information on the internet and select a serene place similar to the island instead. | don’t 
forget to text my boyfriend to fill him in. 

( Rerr — — Rrrr — — )/ 

The you-know-—who gives me a call less than a minute after reading my text. 

"What?" 

[I’m interested. | really want to go.] He sounds excited. It exhilarates me so much | 
can't continue eating. 

"Have a good sleep and get ready to pack up." 

[Okay. ] 

Peun hangs up. | look for more information and stumble upon a villa with a relaxing 
vibe. It’s also private. Plus, we can drive there without taking the ferry. Considering it a 
good choice, | send the photo of the location in the chat box. 

( Rerr — — Arrr — — )/ 

"What?" Why did he call me again? 

[The villa looks fabulous and private. ] 

"m glad you like it. Work hard." 

[You, too.] 

Peun hangs up again. It’s time for me to book it. Once done, | forward the link to 


him. 

( Rerr — = Rrr == )/ 

What the fuck? | text him and he calls me. Is there something wrong with his 
keyboard? 


"Why did you call me?" 
[You texted me.] 


"Text me back." 
[I want to hear your voice.] | hate his high-pitched voice. 
"Don't be dramatic." 
[Dont you miss me? It’s unbearably painful to be apart from you for only a few 
hours.] I’m going to puke. How dramatic. 
"Focus on your job when you work." 
[You're heartless. | 
"m hanging up." 
[Hey, wait.] He stops me with his word. [What do you say before hanging up?] 
"| don’t know." 
[Arent you supposed to say, ‘Love you’?] 
"Since when did we start doing that? Hanging up." 


[I love you, Talay. See you at home. ] 

"Yeah. | wont pick up another call." | hang up on him! | grumble to myself for a 
moment. Who would have thought Diao would already be staring at me when | gazed up? 
"SO annoying, right?" 

"Yeah, you're fucking annoying. You were twisting your body and spilling your food 
everywhere." 

Oh! He’s right. My plate is empty now. 

"m sorry." 

Half a year ago, we decided to buy a small bus and convert it into a studio with the 
exact same details as the one of Friend Credits. The decoration is similar. There are 
pictures of the animals representing Au and Up that | drew on the wall to make it feel like 
were not that far apart. 

When Peun and | are free, we will go on a trip driving the bus. Like today, an 
important day. 

According to the schedule, I’m going to take Peun to see Gyo before we're headed 
south. | don’t want her to feel sad that Peun isn’t holding a birthday event with the fans this 
year. 

"What did she say?" 

"She’s coming down." 

We've waited in the lobby for around five minutes before my best friend trudges 
toward us in her dirty—grey loosen pajamas. 

"Why the hell did you come so early in the morning? Have you no manners? | was 
sleeping." | rarely see her when she’s on a film set. Today, she’s free and it happens to be 
Peun’s birthday. 


"Will you accept my apology?" 

"No. Who will take responsibility for the energy | used to walk down here?" 

"Will this gift alleviate your anger, ma'am?" | hand her a bag of desserts in a cute 
color as an apology, but she glowers at me. 

"The nerve to call me ma'am. I’mma slap you!" She raises her hand. How cruel. "Who 
is this?" 

She turns to the tall man. | forgot to tell you that, before leaving the apartment, Peun 
wears a cap, face mask, and sunglasses to avoid attention. | can’t believe my best friend 
can’t tell who he is. 

"Don’t tell me." Gyo is instantly wide awake. She painfully screams, ‘Fuck,’ without 
using her voice. 

"Hey, Gyo," Peun greets and cutely waves. 

"| was sleepwalking. Ugh, | had no idea what happened." She’s suddenly being 
polite now that my boyfriend has taken off his mask. The evil spirit has become a 
human. 

"| bought you some desserts." Another bag is handed to her. 

"Aw~ Thank you." Why is her voice so tiny? "I’m glad you came." 

She starts sobbing. 

The first time | took Peun to Gyo, she fainted. The funnier thing was she woke up 
and fainted again. | was amused and felt bad at the same time, so | took care of her until 
she got it together. 

"Here's a napkin." Peun passes it to her. Her knees buckle before she reaches it. 
She will never be used to this. 

"Why didn’t you tell me Mr. Love is here? Have you an idea how fast my heart 
beats? It pounds out of my chest and never returns because it belongs to Peun now." Look 
at her imagination. Go and write a sitcom. You're hilarious. 

"Why are you so cute?" 

"Kyaaaaaaa." A maid mopping the floor looks at her. "Thank you for the compliment. 
lve prepared your birthday present." 

"Thank you. You always give me adorable stuff. | keep it all." 

"My life is complete." 

"You're so dramatic." She stares daggers at me. What a double standard. Who’s your 
best friend, Gyo? 

"Wanna go up?" 

"It’s all right," | decline. "We're going out of town." 

"You and Peun will be tired. I'll drive." 


"Cut it out!" 

Gyo giggles, happy to mess with me. | thought she would be sad since she always 
attended Peun’s birthday. | guess she’s okay this year. | took Peun right to her 
condominium. | had told her to dress nicely and put on some makeup. | didn’t expect her 
to come down in her shabby pajamas. 

"Gotta go. | don’t want to arrive there late." 

"See you later." How cheeky of Peun for using his charming voice. 

"See you later. Have a safe trip." Am | still important to you? Watching them waving 
at each other, lm resigned. It’s like I’ve transformed into a rock or a tree as props. 

"Don't forget to have the desserts. It’s delicious." 

"Okay." Peun and | leave. When | turn around, | see my best friend waving 
deliriously at the same spot. 

"Do you feel better after seeing your diehard fan?" 

"Its the best." 

Since my friend and boyfriend are happy, | am happy. 

"Its dark now. Our plan is ruined." 

"You stopped by every place. Of course, we'd be late." 

"You didn’t stop me." 

"You would have told me off if | had." He keeps talking back. l'Il shut up now. 

Our trio here was pretty chilled. We pulled over whenever we got hungry. When we 
ate a lot, we needed to use the restroom. We stopped by in almost every district. Before 
we knew it, we arrived at the destination at night. The sun had set, with a tiny streak of 
light to view through the window. 

There goes our vanilla sky trio. There goes our trip to search for the meaning of 
love. Jeez. 

"The villa is spacious. It would be nice if our friends were here." | miss Friend 
Credits. The memories flash across my mind as | step inside. 

| put my suitcase in the living room and explore the kitchen, bedroom, and private 
swimming pool. The most impressive thing is the outdoor bathtub, perfect for those close to 
having office syndrome like us. 

"Its good they're not here. We can do anything we want." The tall guy follows me 
and rests his chin on my shoulder. 

"What do you mean by that?" 

"We can take photos, enjoy nature, and smell the sea." 

"Piss off. As if I’d buy it. Your eyes are suspicious." 

"Can | say it straightforwardly, then?" 


"No, | don’t want to hear it." | turn away and walk to my suitcase to hang my clothes. 
"Today was tiring. I'll get soaked in the bathtub." 

He snaps at me after I’ve gotten changed. 

"How was it tiring for you? You kept eating while | drove." 

"It was exhausting checking GPS. How about | drive and you do that on our way 
back?" 

"Nah." 

"Order something if you’re hungry." 

"’m not hungry. I'll get in the bathtub with you." | can never beat his persistence. 
He’s always unbothered. "Let’s relax in the bathtub." 

"Yeah." As soon as | nod, he sprints out and strips. Peun stands there with a white 
towel the staff prepared. While waiting for the bathtub to be filled, he gets playful. 

"Oops, my towel slipped." 

"Idiot." | saw him tugging it off. What a damn pervert. He’s the best at this besides 
his work. 

( Rerr — — Rr — — )/ 

We are standing by the tuo naked when my phone rings. | want to ignore it, but it 
bothers me too much that | need to check. One of my friends is calling. Unsure if there’s a 
problem, | pick up right away. 

"What’s up, Jo, my bestie?" | say cheerily, but Jo cuts to the chase. He had a fight 
with his girlfriend. "Is it time to talk about your love life?" 

As | speak, | glance at Peun and turn my attention back to the call. 

"What happened?" 


| put on a bathrobe as | talk. My ears listen to my friend venting, but my eyes are 
on the tall man testing the water with his hand for around ten minutes. 

The thing is, it takes time when your friend needs your advice. There are details and 
everything. | have to pay attention, especially to my best friend. | talk to Jo for nearly thirty 
minutes when he finally calms down. Once he’s hung up, | quickly return to the tall, lean 
figure. 

"m done." 

"Get in." He got in the bathtub a while ago. His feet are wrinkly. 

Unfortunately, Dou calls me right after Jo. 

"Hold up. Give yourself a massage." | pick up and greet him like usual, "What's up, 
Douuuuu?" 

Of course, | talk to Dou for another thirty minutes. That’s not the end. It’s as if 
they've planned to mess with me. The third call comes up a minute after the second 


one. 

"What’s the matter, Pop? I’m going to shower." | glance at my boyfriend. It seems he 
expects me to end the conversation. However, in this situation and the weep, honestly... 

"What happened?" 

When | glimpse Peun’s glum expression, my chest hurts. This time, | turn off the 
phone right after consoling my friend to spend time with my boyfriend. 

"Someone is sulking like a sad puppy." 

"It’s cold~" Awww, his small voice is freaking cute. 

"You said you wanted to get soaked in the warm water. Why don’t you get out 
before your body does wrinkly?" 

"It was warm, but you were on the phone for so long that it went chilly like ice in the 
North Pole." I’m amused and feel sorry for him at the same time. He might look tough when 
he’s with others. But he’s like a kid with me, sometimes clingy, sometimes demanding. 

| take off the bathrobe and get in the bathtub. We face each other. It’s not cramped 
as the bathtub is huge, though | have to pull my knees up. 

"My hands are all wrinkly." Peun holds out his hands to guilt-trip me for picking up 
my friends’ calls. 

"Not romantic at all." Something pops up in my head. "Peun, do you remember our 
conversation about clichéd scenes? Weve been together for a year. But we haven't 
checked out everything on our list." 

"You mean splashing coffee in the face?" 

He remembers only the messy one. Splashing coffee, my ass. 

"I’m talking about Paris." 

"We've been there. It’s my phone wallpaper." | think of it. Right, it's a photo of me 
with a movie backdrop. The Eiffel Tower is printed on it. 

What the hell? | can’t stop smiling at that good memory. Ugh... 

"I've saved up. Let’s go there." My feet would never touch the land in France if | 
waited for him. Thus, | saved up for a whole year to take my boyfriend to experience the 
romantic vibe like in a romance movie. 

"Sure. We can go every year." 

"Are you rich or something? | can afford only one trip." 

"I'll pay for it, Talay...1 have the strength to work because of you." | smile, touched by 
his sweet words. "Otherwise, we’d starve to death. You’re gluttonous." 

| hit the water, making ripples. I’m sick of expecting good moments with him. 
Everything he does annoys me now. 

"Get your knees off my legs." 


"| was kidding." He locks my legs with his and puts on a serious face. "I'll take you 
wherever you go." 

"Get out of the bathtub first. | feel bad for your wrinkly body." 

"Aw." 

"Aw, my ass." 

"Who told you to talk to your friends for so long?" 

"m sorry." 

"It’s time for the confession of the week." My face burns at his words. 

We love coming up with ridiculous activities for the two of us. Something like a nosy 
Q&A or confessions of what we’ve done wrong. It’s kind of nice that we at least share our 
problems despite how trivial or silly they are. 

"| have none. | bet you have a lot." Peun stares at me intently, not believing me. "l 
admit | secretly took a nap on our way here." 

"| understand. A full person is bound to get sleepy." Is he indirectly calling me out? 
"My confession is about the sunflower plate you’ve been looking for. | broke it and didn’t tell 
you." 

"Where is it?" 

"| threw it away." 

"Wow, how could you be so heartless?" 

"m trying to find a new one for you. It’s going to be a hundred times cuter." | nod 
in acceptance and continue. 

"| forgot to turn off the AC. It was left on for ten hours by the time | got home." 

"That’s why the electric bills were so high." 

"It’s just once. Don’t blame it all on me." He’s actually the wasteful one. "Go on." 

"| farted under the blanket when you were asleep." 

"Thats why my throat felt bitter." How cruel could he have been to commit such a 
sin? Does he only maintain his cool image in front of the cameras? Why is he so wild with 
me? 

"That’s all my confessions." 

"| have one more." | hesitate. For a second, | wonder how he will react to it. "l 
snooped on your ex on his Instagram." 

"How nosy." Peun never hides it. He told me about all of his exes, but he dated this 
one person the longest and broke up with him before meeting me. That’s why | felt 
intimidated. 

"His life is great." He’s the heir of a businessman. He looks composed and dressed 
neatly, a totally different character from mine. 


"How is your life not great?" 

"| have to wake up to make money while he owns a fortune." 

"You've lived Tess’s life." 

"It’s different." Tess’s life was nowhere near comfortable. It’s a series of disasters. | 
was lucky enough to switch bodies with the son of a rich family, yet they controlled my 
spending and | had to sell clothes. What a pathetic life. "He's handsome." 

"Huh?" 

"You ex is fucking good-looking." Peun pats my head with his wet hand. 

"Aw, you're feeling belittled." 

"A little." 

"You're different from him." Peun straightens up and explains, "He’s smart. You're 
Silly." 

Damn it. | feel even worse. 

"When | dated him, we indeed had good times." Ugh, this hurts even more. "But, with 
you..." 

"Wait. If you’re going to say something awful, shut up." My heart is sensitive and 
fragile. And my boyfriend’s words make it two hundred times more sensitive. 

"Something awful? Don’t you know you're my special person?" 

"My friend called me that when he asked me to color—grade his video for free." 
Peun laughs and pats my head affectionately again. My head was damp, but now it’s 
soaking wet. Drops of water trickle down my face. | start to wonder if he actually hates 
me. 

"You're special because you're being yourself." 

"Everyone is being themselves, Mr. Pranon." 

"Righ, that’s true. But how many people can be who they are while making those 
around him feel comfortable?" 


"m one of those who feel comfortable and happy being with you." 

This is like the clichéd confession scene in a romance movie. But, even if I’ve heard 
it a thousand times, it’s not as special as hearing it from him. 

We are together, knowing each others good and bad points. We had to adjust at 
first, but our relationship got better by the day. 

My feelings when I’m with him. 

From the first day | realized my feelings and fell head over heels for him, no matter 


what the universe... 


"m also comfortable being with you." 

Since we kept pulling over, we missed the chance to watch the sunset as planned. 
Even so, we got soaked together until our skin was wrinkly. As midnight approaches, we 
move to the long chairs on the terrace to listen to the waves and celebrate Peun’s 
birthday. 

"Its been a while since we breathed such fresh air." 

The city life is hectic. Now that I’m in a serene place, away from the crowds, | don't 
want to go back to work. 

"What do you think our friends in the other universe are doing?" 

| asked myself this question at times. All | could do was guess, though. Some 
speculations are over-the-top, but | still want to share them with the man next to me. 

"Au and Up got close to Khai and Third, so they’re creating content together. | 
remember he wanted to create a fan page. | bet he has loads of followers now." And tons 
of followers dragging them. Those two are super cheeky. 

"Yeah. Sounds like it." 

"Kita said he would chase after his dream. Maybe he won an Oscar." An Oscar for 
Best Actor. Even Deniel Day—Lewis, who won it three times, can’t beat him. "Fuse went 
abroad. After graduating, he opened a bar or a winery in some city." 

"He said he wanted to study acting." 

"Ugh, he studied it just for the sake of studying it. He’s the type to stick to his 
passion, especially his beloved wine." 

"What about Puwadol?" 

"He might've met someone he wished to be with forever." 

"A romantic guess again. Some people are happy being single." 

"| don’t know. | just Know everyone must be happy. | miss them. Do you?" 

"Yeah, | do." 

Missing someone hurts, but we can’t deny that missing someone shows you the 
beautiful moments in the past. 

Peun glances at the time on his phone. It’s midnight. "Talay, give me some birthday 
wishes." 

"You're telling me to do it?" Am | not supposed to be the one initiating it? 

"| want to have a memorable moment lIl never forget even after a hundred 
years." 

"m not sure if you can call this a gift." | take out a customized bracelet with a tiny 
pink sand clock. | designed it to be similar to the necklace he gave me in the other 


universe. 


The tall guy holds out his hand and cracks a smile. | slowly put the bracelet on his 
wrist, my mind flooded with emotions. 

"Puen, you know, to me..." | look up and hold his gaze. "You're not a movie. You're 
the reality." 

"That’s Khai and Third’s dialogue in Theory of Love." 

Peun laughs, and it makes me laugh as well. I’m glad the joke landed. 

"lll try again. Here's what | want to say...Wanna try? Let’s try to learn more about 
each other. You don’t have to like me that much. Just open your heart." 

"You think I’m Sarawat?" 

"It suits you." 

"| don’t want to be him. | want to be myself." 

"lll be serious now." 

Peun holds my hand tightly, not letting go, looking into my eyes expectantly. That's 
the moment | decide to bare my heart. 

"You’re my friend, my lover, my family. You’re a comedy actor, a clingy kid, a leader, 


an adviser, a good listener. You’re my everything.” 


"Happy birthday. Thank you for being born." 
And I’m confident I’m willing to be everything he wishes as well. 
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"Can't sleep?" 

"Not really." | walk out of the bedroom and flop on the couch near the tall guy's 
desk. Peun usually wakes up early to work out and then diligently writes the script, the job 
he loves so much. 

"| dreamed last night." Peun lifts his eyebrow, saying nothing. "| saw Au and Up. Do 
you think it’s a way fate sends us a message?" 

"Possibly." This is not my first odd dream. It’s happened several times. Not only to 
me. Peun has also had similar dreams. "Tell me about the dream." 

We've been piecing the puzzles. They're sometimes connected, sometimes not. 
Regardless, every situation links to the people in our memory, and it’s become our morning 
excitement. 

"| dreamed that Up and Au expanded the studio. They’re no longer the only 
members of Friend Credits. They have their own production house now." 

"Is our bus studio still there?" Peun asks, pulling his hands from the keyboard. 

"| didnt see it." 

"Maybe they sold it to earn some cash." 

"That’s not the point. It’s a dream. It’s not always clear." He should care about his 
friends more than the bus, though we’re attached to the object and the fact that we built it 
together. 

"Go on. What happened next?" 

"Au and Up are fucking popular. They seem super busy, considering the project 
titles all over the board." 

"| wonder if they're still into cheesy scripts." 

"You liked their scripts." 


"The best in my heart." No matter how long time has passed, Peun still loves cheesy 
romance movies, series, and mangas. His interest varies now that he’s a scriptwriter. 
Various genres of books occupy nearly half of our apartment. I’ve been reading some of 
them when | have free time. | can pick the books left unread and review them for him. 

This is basically a family business. 

"Oh, | forgot to tell you | saw the pink trumpet tree you gave me." 

Peun straightens his back and drags his chair to me before asking in enthusiasm. 

"So? Is it big and blossoming?" 

"| spotted no flowers. The leaves looked weak. Good thing they planted it into the 
ground." Peun looks disappointed. 

"Should we buy another one? Think about how cute it will be if we plant a pink 
trumpet tree on the balcony." 

"A tree with a mature height of twenty meters on the balcony?" 

"Yeah. It will be beautiful. The flowers will be pink when they bloom." | want to clean 
my ears and sip on cold water before coming back to listen. His idea for our lives grows 
surreal by the day. 

"The juristic person will send someone to knock it down before it blossoms. Give 
up." 

"Let’s plant something else, then." 

"Cut it out! You killed your cactus." He took care of it too well, watering it every day 
and ruining its root. The pot was the only thing left as a memory. To stop his thought of 
planting anything, | bring him back to our point. 

"We've been dreaming about the people in the other universe. What reason do you 
think it is?" 

"Fate wants to keep us posted, | guess." 

Kita was the protagonist in my first dream. He was in his prime time as he became 
a famous actor. Next, | dreamed about Fuse. He settled down abroad and was running a 
brunch&ébar place as expected. Peun then dreamed about Pong. His bar was still well- 
known and full of customers. Pang lived a simple life with Buay. Jubjang remained 
single. 

Everyone has a good life except... 

"Have you dreamed about Puwadol?" The tall guy shakes his head. | mumble to 
myself, "Perhaps it’s not his turn yet." 

"Even dreams have a queue. Jeez~" 


"Whatever. Have your breakfast so we can leave early." 


Peun agrees and concentrates on the information on his laptop for a while before 
getting changed. An hour later, Peun has taken a shower and dressed up. 

"Wow, how handsome. Are we going to the same place?" 

"Its our anniversary. Of course, it’s the same place." 

He replies confidently. Look at me! It’s special as it’s our fifth anniversary, but | 
thought it would be simple. Check him out... 

"Are you wearing a suit to a cinema?" Good thing he doesn’t wear a tuxedo. | know 
he looks good in everything, but he should be considerate to his boyfriend. I’m wearing a 
tee with an eco-friendly tote bag. 

"It's our important day. Are you seriously going to go in these?" 

"What’s wrong with them?" 

"You don’t care as much as | do," Peun calls me out. How have | endured dating 
him for five years? 

"| can change, but you have to do it, too." 

"What about matching shirts?" 

"No." 

"You're no romantic." So what? Tired of arguing, | walk off to change my clothes. 

Before, | didn’t wear or use pink stuff that often. But after | knew Peun, the man who 
matches the colors well on some days and awfully on some, | regained my confidence. 

"m ready." When it’s time, we're properly dressed up for our date. | can’t believe 
how like-minded we are. 

| wear a white-pink barre stripe shirt and my favorite jeans. Peun wears an 
oversized pink shirt under a white jacket. Although were not twinning, the color 
representing our love isn’t a bad idea. 

"| almost forgot." Before | say a word, Peun spins around and grabs the perfume to 
spray on himself. 

"You're all good now. Are you afraid people won't turn their heads when you walk 
past or what?" 

"m wearing perfume to drive you crazy." 

"Ugh." Out of his perfume collection, | hate this scent the most. 

"Let’s take a selfie as a memory." 

"Having you in my life is a horrifying memory." Whats with these formalities? We 
won't get to leave the apartment today. | hate myself the most for grumbling yet smiling 
brightly when he lifts his phone. After capturing heaps of shots, it’s finally time. 

"Lets go. If were late, we have to book the tickets again tomorrow." We go to the 
parking lot by elevator as | yammer. 


The movie plays once a day for two weeks. We can watch it another day, but it’s 
going to be great to watch it today. It’s our fifth anniversary. Looking back, we’ve been 
through so much. We loved passionately and fought for days, but we overcame it all. 

"How lucky we are that the movie is rerun on our anniversary." 

"Don't you think | might have used my connections to prepare this surprise for you?" 
| halt and turn my head to the man on the seat beside me. 

"Seriously?" 

The latest movie Peun wrote with his team was extremely successful, ranked first on 
Box Office for weeks. It contradicted the reviews to the point people wondered if it was the 
same movie. My boyfriend said he could take it. He got bashed worse than this when he 
was with Au and Up. 

One thing, though. Did the movie gain so much profit that the production house 
decided to rerun it? 

"No. | was kidding." Here’s the answer. 

"Ugh, | thought you’d be bold enough." 

"Why would we bother people with our relationship?" 

"You're bothering me right now. Having fun on your phone, huh?" And there's me, 
being the driver taking this young master to the destination like a nice boyfriend | am. 

"m reading the feedback. Gyo commented on our photo." 

"Did you post it?" 

"| was overly happy, so yeah." 

"What did she say?" 

"Peun sure loves animals. Take more pics with the cichlid." 

"Moron." I'll tell her off when we see each other next time. 

Gyo is still crazy about her favorite actor no matter how many years have passed. 
She’s no longer single, though, currently dating a foreign man. They met on a film set. With 
sparks flying, she moved in to his place. The good point of this man is he never complains 
or expresses contempt when Gyo supports her favorite actor. 

| received the merit from her support to a great extent. For example, | ate the 
snacks she gave Peun. Peun and | took turns wearing the clothes Gyo bought. The sugar 
mommy never kicked a fuss, considering it as charity. 

We've arrived at the theatre a few minutes before it starts. Instead of entering it, we 
linger at the concession stand to buy some snacks. 

"Popcorn?" the tall guy asks. | don’t decline, of course. 

"Yeah." 

"Chocolate." He knows me well. | don’t forget his favorite flavor, too. 


"And strawberry." 

"What about drinks?" 

"Cola. Zero sugar." 

"That's it?" 

"And sausages." The movie is two hours long. I'll eat without a break. "And rice 
crackers. Oh, | almost forgot. Some mint candies for our breath." 

"Let’s just have a full meal on the bottom floor." 

"It’s for you, too." Can't he see how kind | am? 

Once we've bought everything, we enter the theatre. Then, | realize a mistake 
because Peun booked the seats in the most uncomfortable zone. 

"Why the front row? Did you use your brain?" It’s like he’s messing with me. 

"Its for privacy." 

"The expensive seats up there are more private." Besides, the theatre isn’t crowded. 
No one can possibly disturb us. That’s just my thought since there's nothing we can do 
now. 

"See? This is unique. The memory of our fifth anniversary is us looking up at the 
screen." | suppose he’s too absorbed in the character he wrote. Each idea of his is 
uncommon. 

"Don’t do this next year." 

"Who would repeat the same plan? l'Il mess with you with something else." 

"Don’t whine if | take revenge." 

The gigantic screen flashes, marking the start of the movie. If we took the day we 
returned to our bodies as being reborn, this would be our first movie. 

"Are you excited?" | ask. 

"Yeah. As excited as in the premiere." Five years ago, the beginning of this project 
led to our reunion. Peun was the main actor while | was the colorist. Whether it be fate or 
love, we got to resume our paused relationship. 

"Honestly, | can’t imagine how you felt when you color—graded my movie. You didn’t 
say a word even though you were so close." 

"| heard you were dating someone, so | had no reason to go to you." Who would 
want to be hurt? The situation convinced me it was the case. | was terribly miserable and 
cried myself to sleep for months. | felt fucking sorry for myself just by thinking about it. 

"Didn't you think it was also tormenting for me without you?" 

"Right. Why didn’t | think of that?" 

Peun told me he was heartbroken when he went to my house and found Tess 
instead of me. His words disheartened me for a while before he switched modes and 


revealed Tess’s mischief. The most insufferable thing was him stealing my moms clothes. 

My mind slowly walks down memory lane. I’m brought back to reality when the 
screen shows the first scene of the movie. | leave all thoughts behind and pay attention to 
what the director and actors are conveying, occasionally whispering to the man beside me 
about the interesting scenes. 

"When | worked on this scene, | kept thinking, ‘How handsome.’ " 

"m flattered. The number one colorist complimented me." Its a close-up of him 
smiling at the camera. You must have a strong heart if you don’t melt. | admit | replayed 
this scene countless times. 

"| cried while color—grading this scene," | tell him my feelings twenty minutes later. 

"It's not sad." 

"Yeah. | cried because | missed you." | worked on this project for a long time. When 
| saw his face yet had no chance to talk to him, combined with the longing and despair, | 
ended up crying in front of my computer numerous times. 

"Its okay. We're together now." Peun pulls me into his comforting embrace. Though it 
was ages ago, his touch wipes away all the jumbled thoughts in my head. He then 
whispers. 

"| thought of you during this scene." 

"Really?" | can't believe it. It's been so long, but he’s never told me before. Peun’s 
acting in this scene was praised by the director, critics, and audience. They considered it 
Peun’s best scene. 

The movie goes on, letting us experience all sorts of emotions. We laugh aloud at 
the beginning, are on the edge of our seats in the middle, and cry emotionally at the end. | 
still cry even if the screen shows a happy ending. 

Because this is not just a movie. It represents our lives and who we were in a 
certain period of time. 

The lights are turned on, allowing us to see everything, including my messy face. 

"Are my eyes swollen?" | ask the tall guy for confidence. | want to walk out looking 
good to impress others. 

"Your eyes are nearly closed." Wah, listen to the answer. "Your snot is all over your 
face." 

"Can | wipe it on your shirt?" 

"Ew~" | hate him. Is he really my boyfriend? Why is he so disgusted? "It won't help. 
Why don’t you wash your face in the restroom to freshen up?" 

"Good idea." 


Agreeing, | rise. We haven't finished the snacks, so | shove them into my tote bag 
and carry it out of the theatre. Peun answers his phone in front of the restroom as | stride 
to the sink. | wash up my face and spin around to get out. 

THUD! 

"Sorry." | bump into someone. Though | dont see his face, | understand the 
situation. 

"It's okay," he replies. | exit the restroom. 

"Puwadol, this way!" 

"Yeah." 

The man shouts back to the person outside. He marches on, leaving me watching 
his back as he walks away until out of my sight. 

Puwadol? 

Impossible. 

| shake the thoughts off my head and catch up with the tall guy. As we're at the 
mall, we might as well hit the supermarket to buy some food for storing. 

Since we've learned to cook for ourselves, we have a list of necessary ingredients. 
We try not to order breakfast if possible. Besides improving our cooking skills, it allows us 
to spend more time together. 

"Why did you get the pasta?" He threw it in the cart without asking for my opinion. 

"To cook," Peun says with a deadpan face. 

"Who will do it?" 

"You." My cooking skills are moderate, but Peun sucks at cooking. Even if we cook 
together often, can we not try the complicated recipes? "| want to eat homemade 
hamburgers. It will be super special if we start by making the dough." 

"Too many projects. You’d better make nice, crispy omelets first." 

"| trust you, Talay. What are the ingredients for hamburgers?" 

"You're still going to do it? Did you listen to what | said?" 

"| did." 

"What did | say?" 

"You're going to make hamburgers." 

Pranon is the most brazen person in the world. If you say no, he will say yes. If you 
turn him down, he will smoothly entice us to do as he says ‘without a choice.’ 

"Hey, Peun," someone cuts in while we're arguing at the ingredient section. When | 
turn to the voice owner, | freeze. 

"Hey," Peun replies, and they exchange a smile. 

"It's been a while. How are you?" 


"Good. You're here alone?" 

"Yeah. | was bored, so | went here to find something to eat." The man flicks his eyes 
to me. He goes quiet for multiple seconds before greeting, "Hey." 

"Hey, hey. Right, | forgot to get milk. Take your time." Awfully worked up, | reply and 
rush in the other direction, mumbling like a maniac. 

Isn't the world too small? Bangkok is big. Whyyyyy? How come we stumbled across 
each other? 

It’s Peun’s ex!!! 

Have you ever told someone to take their time despite your intense curiosity? That’s 
how | am right now. After getting the milk, | return to them and smoothly put it in the cart 
while eavesdropping on their conversation. 

"You're aS handsome as ever." Handsome? Peun just complimented his ex! You... 

"m flattered. You also haven't changed at all." 

"How?" 

"Still so damn hot." Wowwwww, give me some respect. "| watched the movie you 
wrote. It’s hilarious." 

"In a good or bad way?" 

"In a good way, of course." 

| clench my fists and grit my teeth. My eyes are on fire like the sun ready to burn 
everything. | wish he was scorched down right here. 

The man is charming from head to toe. How can | beat him? Downhearted, | walk 
off to get sausages and add them to the cart. | repeat this so they don’t think I’m trying to 
pry. 

"Lets have a meal together sometimes." 

"Your treat." Your treat, my ass. Friends are supposed to go Dutch. 

"Sure. I’m rich," the ex doesnt object. He gladly accepts it. "| won't bother you 
anymore. See you later." 

"Later." 

Fortunately, the ex leaves shortly after. Otherwise, you would see someone on raging 
fire. Even if he’s gone, I’m still upset, given my quick breathing. 

"Talay, are you okay?" Peun reaches his hand to pat my head as he loves to, but | 
don’t let him do it this time. | turn away and force out a reply. 

"Yeah, I'm fine." 

"Are we buying all of these? Why don’t you put back what we don’t need?" 

"We're buying them." 


"ll let you rethink it" | look at the stuff in the cart and get startled. It’s full of 
unnecessary things, especially the broom. Why did | get it? 

"We need them, but we can buy them later. | don’t want to carry it all today." And | 
have to put them back to their places. Gosh~ 

"He looks good." | continue walking, but my head keeps thinking of what happened 
earlier. 

"Who?" 

"Your ex." 

"You jealous?" 

"Who? You're imagining things!" 

"Why is your voice so high?" 

"Let's check these out and go to the café. I’m hungry." | change the topic and push 
the cart the other way. 

Since this is our important day, our fifth anniversary, Peun has suggested we go to 
this particular café. | was wondering how it would be. Now that were here, Im 
overwhelmed with questions. Despite the different routes and locations, the atmosphere is 
similar to the rooftop café we visited in the other universe. 

"How did you find this place?" 

"My sister found it by accident and recommended it to me." What a surprise. 

The tall guy takes my hand and leads me to the counter bar, set on the same spot 
as it was in the other universe, then we order food and drinks. Luckily, today isn’t scalding 
hot, or our skin will be burnt. While waiting for our order, | enjoy the atmosphere before 
checking Instagram. | can’t help myself. 

In other words, | want to snoop on Peun’s ex. That’s when my big heart deflates. 
The man lives his single life enviably. Seeing this, | assume everyone would want to be in 
his life. 

"You're frowning." 

"m not." 

"Do you want to ask me something?" 

"No." 

"How’s work at the studio? | heard there was a co-produced film," Peun talks 
seemingly to ease my worry. It works when an idea pops up in my head. 

"It was hectic. They recruited more staff." | observe his reaction. "This kid just 
graduated. He’s so cute, buying me snacks and drinks every day." 

"It seems you're doing okay. I’m relieved." Nooooo. You can’t be relieved. The 
frustration pushes me to go forward. 


"He added me on LINE and sometimes sent me songs." 

None of that happened. We only talked about work. I’m making things up to get 
Peun’s reaction. 

"Share the songs with me. | need ideas for my script." 

What kind of person is he to not care at all? Someone is hitting on your 
boyfriend. 

( Rrrr — — Rrrr — — ) 

"Oh! Speak of the devil. Let me answer this call." Oh, yeah! Right timing. | cover the 
screen with my palm and pick up the call. "Well, hello?" 

| hope Peun doesn’t notice the name on the screen. 

[What the fuck is that, Talay?] | sometimes hate Jo for never being gentle to my 
heart. 

"m not free today. I’m out for a meal. I’m free any other days, though." 

[I havent said a word. Is my external hard drive with you? It has an important 
file.] 

"Yes. Ill return it to you if you want." 

[No need to. I'll stop by your place. You're home tonight, right?] 

"Of course. Tell me your favorite restaurant. My treat." 

[Dont mess with me, you son of a bitch. | need my file. Why would you treat me? 
We can have grilled pork next time.] 

"You're always so Cute." 

[You're always a pain in the ass. Hanging up, you crackhead.] 

"Bye-bye." 

[Fuck off.] 

Despite being cussed at before hanging up, | keep acting by smiling in satisfaction 
at the fact that we talked. | glance at Peun. 

Why isn’t he reacting? He can act jealous or possessive, but he’s so emotionless 
that it hurts. How can you do this to my sensitive heart? Is it because of the meeting with 
his ex earlier? 

| wonder what’s on Peun’s mind. Is he regretting breaking up with him? If..he leaves 
me to start again with his ex, what will | do? 

"You look like you're about to cry. Are you pulling out an emotional scene?" | give no 
response to the tease. "Didn't the new employee call you just now? You sounded cheery." 

"You care?" 

"Of course." 

"You dont feel anything." 


"What am | supposed to feel?" 

| press my lips together and try my hardest not to cry. "It looks like he’s hitting on 
me. You should feel something." 

"Meh." 

"Wahhh." How insensitive, heartless, messed-up. 

"| doubt he’s hitting on you." 

"m not charming enough to be attracted to, right? Hic." | get all dramatic. Kita and 
Fuse would clap for me. 

"No. How is he hitting on you? He didn't even call you." As | gape, the tall guy adds, 
"| saw who called you." 


"It was Jo, and | got to witness a dramatic show." 

Damn it. | didn’t cover the screen in time, apparently. 

"This is humiliating." 

"How so? You're simply worried | will make up with my ex. You're just jealous." 

"That's true," | sincerely admit. There’s nothing more humiliating than what happened 
just now. 

"We've been together for five years, excluding those two years we were friends in 
the other universe. Isn't that long enough for you to believe how much | love you?" 

"People break up even after ten years of dating." 

"lll ask you, then. Do you want to break up with me one day?" 

"No." Never. 

We compromise where we don’t get along. We've been together for so long 
because of our love and bond. I’ve never once thought of a day we say goodbye. 

"Same here." 

"Who told your ex to be so attractive? It swayed me." 

"Youre attractive." 

"You're just saying that." 

"Talay, there’s something I’ve never told you. | think today is the day. It feels like I’m 
going back to the glasshouse that day." 


| think along. The light, colors, scent, and ambiance. We learned more about each 
other through the questions about our preferences and personalities. 

He’s a shy man and the number one flatterer. He gives his all to those around him 
but feels very lonely at the same time. 


He acts cool and dresses fashionably, but he’s actually a much simpler guy, 
considering the loose pants he regularly wears at home. 

| learned those details when we were at the glasshouse. 

"It was the day | fell head over heels. And you know what?" 


"It happens every time we're together." 

Today, I’ve discovered another truth. 

Peun Pranon is a devil. 

The sudden romantic moment makes me twist my body like my childhood snack. 
We chill out at the rooftop café. We order desserts after the savory dishes. We order more 
drinks after we've finished them. The sky is changing colors, marking the goodbye of the 
sun. 

"Smile." 

"Capture the sky. It’s beautiful." 

"Okay," Peun says, raising his phone to photograph me. After a few clicks, he smiles 
at the screen. "How cuteee." 

Aw, my heart is melting. My mood is absolutely different from before. We're being 
lovey—dovey again. 

"You're just saying it." 

"The colors of your clothes match the sky. Wow, how can | not love Mr. Rawi when 
he looks so gorgeous?" 

"Don’t flatter me. My cheeks will burst." What the heck? Why can’t | stop smiling? 

"| miss when you talked about colors. You sounded passionate." Years before, at the 
rooftop café in the other universe, | think | mentioned Pantone and how colors represented 
individuals. "Are there many people in Rawi’s Palette now?" 

"| lost count." 

| have a lot of friends and know numerous people from work. Their personalities are 
different, but | can categorize them by their characters and my feelings. There’s no specific 
standard, though. 

"What's the special color?" 

"Pink." 

"Hey, | called dibs. Can you not give pink to others?" the man next to me cries 
out. 

"Its the shy pink. Is it special enough?" 

He goes soft instantly and cheekily smirks. 

"You define others with colors. What about your color?" 


"No idea." 

"I'll choose pink for you." Peun looks up at the sky as the sun is setting. "This 
pink." 

"m happy. You think I’m that beautiful?” His pink and mine differ in shades, yet they 
somehow match us. "What do we name it?" 

"Talay," Peun answers confidently. 

"Don’t you think it’s weird? Talay for pink?" 

"Its the only one in the world." 

With that, he takes my hand, showing me the sand clock bracelet he wears almost 
all the time. I’m finally having a romantic moment so sweet | don’t need an Eiffel Tower 
backdrop. 

"Talay," Peun calls my name in a raspy voice. What the hell? Is something wrong 
with his vocal cords? | don’t interrupt him so the sweet moment can go on. "Since this is 
our fifth anniversary..." 

"Wow, how formal." 

"Play along." 

"Roger." 

"We’ve been dating for five years. We were friends for two years before that. And 
years before that, | was an actor while you’re my diehard fan’s friends. No matter what the 
future holds, thank you...for every moment." 

Our holding hands are a promise, and | want to be the one ready to stay by his 
side. 

"And for years ahead, please take care of me for a long time." 

"Yeah, for a long time." 

The midnight after the fifth anniversary... 

Rawi’s Diary 

‘We started our anniversary by watching a movie. Damn, | was shocked because 
Peun showed up in a suit. How freaking dramatic. | guess he was afraid | wouldn't be 
impressed. Well, | told him to change. Luckily, we were like-minded, happily wearing pink to 
the cinema. 

The movie was great, emotional and touching. It felt like we walked down memory 
lane. But..the theatre was fucking hot. We sat in the first row, right in front of the screen, 
and had to look up all the time. Our necks nearly went stiff. Not to mention popcorn. It went 
soft after a second. Good thing we had cold drinks to cool down, or else we would've died 
before being moved to tears by the final scene. 


How frustrating. My heart stopped fluttering the moment we crossed paths with 
Peun’s ex. | was still absolutely irritated when we drove to the café. Everything was 
annoying. Peun drove like a snail. The sunlight was scalding. There was smoke everywhere. 
The environment sucked. How could we pay taxes for this quality of life? 

Peun named my color in Rawi’s Palette ‘Talay,’ and it was pink. Unbelievable. We 
also shared a sweet moment. Even if | drank too much and needed to pee every ten 
minutes, | held it in when my boyfriend confessed his feelings and smiled with him. 

Happy Anniversary. | hope we cause disasters together for a long time. Love 
you.’ 

Pranon’s Diary 

‘Talay wore earth-tone clothes on our important day. He was so cute, yet | pointed 
out how simple they were. We ended up getting changed. He put on the pink striped shirt | 
bought him, which made me want to cry. | was so touched that | wanted to hug him, but | 
held back and kept thinking, ‘Cute. Cute. Whose boyfriend is this? So fucking cute.’ 

As we watched the movie that brought us together, Talay secretly wiped his tears at 
first. But then, he basically bawled. | felt so bad. He even asked if his eyes were swollen 
after it ended. He was presumably afraid he wouldn't look cute to me. Come on, | love him 
no matter what. 

The swaying trees. Nature flanking us. The electric posts. The wind. The sunlight. 
The traffic. None of them was a problem. Having him beside me lifted up the mood. 
Hmmm, the smell of my boyfriend’s hair was refreshing. 

Talay got really jealous because | stumbled upon my ex. He firmly denied it, but his 
action said otherwise. He kept filling our cart. Tissues, a broom, dishwashing liquid. It was 
all mixed with the ingredients we chose before. When we arrived at the café, he pretended 
to talk to the new employee on the phone. Good grief, how could someone be so cute 
when jealous? 

All the past years of knowing Talay were incredibly precious. | wished for no other 
circumstances besides waking up in the other universe to meet him. 

It felt like a road movie. 

| was alone with my backpack, then | met a companion | loved dearly despite our 


countless fights.’ 


MINI SPECIAL 1 


Gyo’s COMPLETE LIFE 


Back when we were strangers... 
Gyoza 
Hey 
*ohoto attached 
Talay at Work 
The fuck did you send me? 
Gyoza 
My darling. 
There’s a birthday project this Saturday. 
Talay at Work 
So? 
Gyoza 
ll be filming out of town. 
| don't have time to prepare his gift. Help me out. 
| want a handmade gift, the only one in the world. 
Ugh! What kind of friend was her? She suddenly texted me with a photo of her 
favorite actor and asked me to prepare a gift for him. Was she crazy? 
Plus, | was busy with my job. | had to look after Dou’s cat and finish my freelance 
work. | had no time for that. 
Talay at Work 
He won't die without your gift. 
Give up this year and try again next time. 
Gyoza 
No. Peun will be sad. He always waits for me. 
Just like how Nak waits for Mak every day at the dock. 


Talay at Work 
Okay. | can picture it, 
But Nak and Mak are a couple. Who are you? 
Gyoza 
An important person in every moment of his life. 
Talay at Work 
Bullshit. 
Gyoza 
You’ve never been in love. You'll never understand. 
All right, | won't ask for your help. 
Our friendship is nothing. 
Think. Who helped you during tough times? 
Who searched for the lucky numbers for your lottery? 
Who told you horror stories before you went to bed? 
Who comforted you when you missed buying clothes on sale? 
Talay at Work 
Stop. 
| cut in the long complaint with one word. Otherwise, the way she asked for 
gratitude would haunt me for months. Gyo got the nerve to take the credit for telling me 
horror stories. She had no idea | couldn't sleep well every night. 
Whatever. To repay my best friend’s odd good deeds, | agreed to take care of it to 
end the conversation. 
Talay at Work 
Give me the brief of his character. 
Gyoza 
You've known me for years. Don’t you know my type? 
Talay at Work 
| don’t. Send me a PDF file. 
Gyoza 
It’s a gift, not your client’s project. 
I'll tell you right here. 
Ae He’s handsome. 


2. He’s very handsome. 
3. He’s super handsome. 


Who the fuck would be that handsome? | didn’t know much about his character with 
this brief. | had to do some research myself without bothering her. 

Talay at Work 
That’s some helpful conversation. 
Give me some time to think. lIl be back with an update. 

Gyoza 

Eeeeeeeek, you're the cutest. 

ll treat you to a meal when I'm back. 

I'm off to work now. 

Gyo disappeared from the chat box, leaving me with a big task. What was | 
supposed to do? My friend's expectations stressed me out more than color—grading my 
clients’ work. If | made it carelessly, it would ruin Gyo’s image for Peun. | must do my best 
as if | got paid. 

After pulling myself together, | moved the cursor to the browser and typed ‘Peun 
Pranon.’ 

| had never thought of learning more about him other than by watching his movies. 
It was different today. Minutes later, | discovered... 

One, he was handsome. 

Two, he was very handsome. 

Three, he was super handsome. 

Ah...how did my thought differ from Gyo’s? Damn it! 

He seemed to never run out of clothes and expensive stuff. The gift should be 
different and memorable. Since Gyo specifically requested it must be the one and only 
thing in the world, | had to show off my impressive drawing skills on a white surface. 

DING! 

| was interrupted while thinking of the gift. The name on the notification was familiar. 
| didn’t even have to guess... 

TA-DAH! 

‘Talay, sorry to bother you. Could you submit the work | brief you on tomorrow 


afternoon?’ 


There it was. Poor me. 
A man who knew how to prioritize things like me wouldnt waste time on Gyo’s gift. 
My work came first, of course. With that, | immediately wrapped up my unfinished work. 


Well, | was popular, surrounded with projects. Even if they didn’t pay well, | never 
gave up. The new project suddenly came after the first one. They said I’d be pressed for 
time, but itd pay well. Realizing how worthy it was, which was rare, | didn’t turn it down. 

Before | knew it, | woke up on Saturday evening when someone knocked on the 
door. 

"Hello. Hello~" It was Gyo. She looked so bright, carrying a huge bag of snacks in 
her hand. 

"What brings you here?" 

"We just wrapped up. | came to you first." 

"Why?" 

"Its Saturday." 

"What about it? Look at me! | finished color—grading a YouTube video for this 
channel in the afternoon. My soul is ascending." Have you ever seen a human pull an all- 
nighter and get knocked out the next day? That was me. | got to sleep at three in the 
afternoon. Who would have thought my friend would knock on the door before | even 
dreamed? 

"Get some rest. Well..what about the gift? | don’t want to bother you, but it’s quite 
late now." She checked her watch in worry. "Peun’s birthday party will start in two hours. | 
really need it." 

"The gift," | mumbled. The memory slowly flashed in my mind. "Ah..." 

"Ah. S07?" 

"| forgot." 

"What do you mean?" 

"| haven't made it." 

"Fuck!!!" 

"Are you a cussing machine?" 

"Youuuuu." That was the first time | had seen Gyo losing it. | was suddenly wide 
awake. 

"Calm down. I’m on it." | glanced around the room. 

Before | was occupied with my client’s video, | thought of drawing an animal 
representing Peun’s character. It was the one and only as requested. At least my drawing 
style was unique. 

The problem was where | would draw it. A piece of paper would be too simple, and 
Peun wouldnt keep a tee with my drawing. When my eyes caught a big pile of bucket 
hats, | lunged in and grabbed one. 


"Are you going to give Peun a used hat?" Gyo snarls, her eyes popping like an 
elf. 

"Don't say ‘used.’ | tried it on a few times." 

"Fuck!!!" 

"| did some research. It'll be done in half an hour." 

"Fuck!!!" 

| ignored her cuss and returned to my desk. | took the acrylics out and arranged 
them to create a masterpiece. 

"What are you doing?" 

"Your man is a shy person. I'll draw an animal representing him." | turned to Gyo to 
ask for her opinion. "What about an alpaca?" 

"Anything is fine. Wahhh." Seeing how miserable my friend was, | got to work right 
away. It wouldn't have been a problem if | hadn't promised her. 

The problem was how the alpaca looked. If | Googled it, Gyo would scold me for 
not being prepared. So, | used my imagination. A smirking alpaca must have cute eyes, 
long ears, and fluffy front hair. Does it have horns? Yes! 

Horns like a goat or a deer? 

| went with a goats horns. While | drew it, my friend didn’t stay still. She massaged 
me to relieve the stress. It helped. It helped me draw winding lines. It wouldnt be done 
because of her. 

"Gyo, go and sit somewhere." That was enough. She almost hurt my shoulder. 

Pouting, she waited on another chair. Now | could breathe. | slowly drew on the hat 
with complete details. | didn’t forget to check my finished work for a moment before an 
idea popped up. 

| signed it to mark the hardship | encountered. 

| handed it over to Gyo. She accepted it and gave me a kiss on the cheek. She left 
with a smile while my face was covered in tear streaks. My clients had never made me cry 
this hard. 

DING! 

My phone notification chimed at nine. | woke up to read the message. 

Gyoza 

Talay, my life is complete. 

*ohoto attached 

Thank you. | mean it. 

Peun said he loved it. | was shaking. 

lll buy you lots of snacks tomorrow. Kyaaaaa~ 


My friend must be really excited, given how she bombarded the chatbox. Gyo also 
attached a photo of herself with her favorite actor in the same frame. What | saw made my 
heart swell. 

Peun Pranon wore my hat. 

Talay at Work 
I'm relieved Peun and you like it. 

| texted back without waiting for a reply. | put my phone on the nightstand, lied on 
my side, and closed my eyes. 

| was fucking sleepy. Let me get some rest. 


ZZZZZ~ 


MINI SPECIAL 2 


DAILY STATUS 


The existence of a parallel universe is like a dream. 

Though it was a short time, traveling there was like a one-way ticket for a chance 
to live. | faced tons of struggles, as many as a college student could. | had kids out of the 
blue. 

The body owner was gone, leaving me with huge responsibility. Raising toddlers 
wasn't an easy task. The environment was also awful. We lived in a small apartment with a 
creditor trying to collect our debt every day to the point | got paranoid. 

Luckily, | met Puwadol. He introduced me to the Association of Thai People in 
Different Universe. It was the first time | met a wonderful woman like Nan. 

"Ping, turn on the light when using your laptop. It’s bad for your eyes." 

"Okay, Mom." 

I've been back to my universe for a week, yet | still think of my time in the other 
universe. | remember the first day | stepped into my room again. Many things got me 
shocked as the changes were drastic. There was no sign of the person | was. 

The posters of the indie band were removed from the walls and replaced with 
posters of a singer in my mom's generation | didn’t know. | guess the single mom found 
her anchor. If I’m a young fan, | suppose she’s a mama fan. 

| felt relieved. | feared she would be stressed by living in a stranger’s unfamiliar 
body. 

One evening, | tidied up my room and found a palm-sized notebook tugged in the 
deepest corner of a drawer. The handwriting didn’t ring the bell. But after skimming it, | 
knew it was her...the woman who had lived in my body. 

The pain of leaving her children in the other universe was excruciating. She wished 
she could return home but didn’t know how to do it. Therefore, she wrote a diary every day. 


It was a combination of love, longing, and fear. She was afraid her children would have a 
hard time, starve, or be harassed by her creditor. 

Everything has changed now. She no longer needs to be afraid. Everyone’s lives are 
getting better. 

Now that I’m back in my universe, | have zero chance to reunite with the 
Association of Thai People in Different Universe. | can't tell them I’m doing well or thank 
them for their support. However, there is someone | wish to see again. Nan. 

We once lived in a big house together. 

We loved the same music. 

We could talk about everything. 

On some days, she would recommend new artists to me. It consoled me when | 
was depressed. One of our all-time favorites was Dim’s band. 

Nan said she made song covers on YouTube. | will start looking for her there so | 
can thank her. 

‘Daily Status - Sunshine, Daisies, Butter Mellow (Cover)’ 

Not wasting time, | type down those words in the search bar. When | press enter, 
the screen displays numerous videos. 

It takes me a few seconds to scan them. When | spot the thumbnail of this one 
channel, | know it’s her. 


Nice to meet you again. 
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